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CHAPTER  I 

^^X  /"OUR  son  has  over-studied  and  is 
j^  suffering  from  nervous  prostra- 
tion, Mrs.  Beauchamp.  Better 
send  him  off  to  the  Canadian  Northwest — 
the  farther  north  the  better." 

'^But  Doctor,  I  have  no  one  to  send  with 
him !  You  would  not  have  me  send  hiin  off 
alone,  would  vou?" 

''Oh,  as  for  that,"  was  the  genial  reply 
of  the  doctor,  ''I  can  find  him  guide,  cook 
and  locality,  without  any  trouble.  As  for 
company,  why  not  let  Milly  and  Tom  go 
along  with  him?  The  truth  is  they  all 
stand  in  need  of  a  change. ' ' 
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*'But  what  about  the  danger  of  camping 
out  in  the  wilderness?"  asked  Mrs.  Beau- 
champ  solicitiously. 

''Absolutely  none,"  was  the  quick  reply 
of  the  doctor,  as  he  took  his  departure. 

The  foregoing  conversation  was  held  in 
the  old-fashioned  parlor  of  a  colonial 
mansion  in  the  city  of  Kingston,  Jamaica, 
one  very  hot  day  in  the  Spring  of  '89  be- 
tween a  frail  invalid  lady  and  her  family 
physician,  Dr.  Talbot  by  name.  The  youth 
spoken  of  was  Harold  Beauchamp,  the 
eldest  son  of  a  distinguished  physician 
who  had  fallen  a  martyr  to  duty  during 
the  last  terrible  visitation  of  the  yellow 
fever  in  the  south.  Young  Beauchamp 
was  in  his  first  year  at  college,  which  he 
had  entered  with  the  intention  of  becom- 
ing a  physician  like  his  father ;  but  being 
of  an  active,  impetuous  temperament  he 
soon  overdrew  his  strength,  and  now,  to- 
wards the  end  of  his  first  session,  found 
himself  utterly  incapacitated  for  any 
furl  her  work. 
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Although  it  was  early  in  May  tho 
weather  was  already  beginning  to  make 
itself  felt,  and,  day  after  day,  Harold  kept 
growing  steadily  paler.  At  first  his  fond 
mother  had  stoutly  rebelled  against  the 
thought  of  his  going  away  so  far  so  early 
in  the  season.  A  sudden  fainting-spell, 
however,  and  a  hurried  consultation  with 
on  eminent  specialist  decided  the  matter 
in  rather  peremptory  fashion,  and,  as  a  re- 
sult, one  merry  boy  just  turned  eleven  and 
a  demure  girl  aged  sixteen,  together  with 
a  very  white  and  peevish  invalid  aged 
eighteen  were  speeding  northward  from 
New  Orleans  on  a  fast  express,  bound 
proximately  for  the  City  of  Chicago 
and  remotely  for  a  certain  wild  tract 
of  land  situated  in  the  northern  part 
of  the  vast  Province  of  Ontario,  known 
as  yet  only  by  a  few  sportsmen  of 
more  adventurous  type,  and  deserted  for 
an  average  of  ten  months  of  the  year.  The 
doctor  had  undertaken  to  provide  all 
things  needful,  and  he  was  as  good  as  his 
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woixl.  Iiulced,  if  the  truth  must  be  told, 
it  was  very  easy  for  the  doctor  to  do  so,  for 
the  reason  that  he  was  sending  his  young 
])ati('nt  to  his  own  hunting  and  fisliing 
lo(l<i('  in  a  remote  part  of  the  district  of 
Algonia.  He  had  written  aliead  to  old 
Billy,  the  cook,  and  to  Louis,  the  half- 
breed  guide,  some  weeks  before  the  de- 
parture of  the  boys,  and  had  received 
word  from  the  local  postmaster  that,  al- 
thoiigh  both  of  them  were  quite  unable  to 
write  owing  to  the  same  cause  (lame 
fingers,  they  called  it)  they  would  be  on 
hand  alright  to  take  charge  of  the  doctor's 
friends,  and  convey  them  in  safety  to 
Cache  Bay. 

Now  it  is  possil)le  to  reach  Cache  Bay 
in  maiiv  wavs.  You  mav  go  bv  rail  to 
Vermillion  River,  and  take  canoe  there 
(the  doctor's  usual  wav),  or  vou  mav  take 
a  largo  lake  steamer  from  some  of  the 
small  towns  on  the  Canadian  side,  and 
have  the  captain  drop  you  off  at  a  point 
along  the  north  shore  of  the   Georgian 
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Bay  near  to  the  mouth  of  a  f  rieiidl}^  river ; 
or,  if  you  so  elect,  you  may  put  your  canoe 
in  at  Lake  Simcoe,  paddle  do\\ai  the 
impetuous  Severn  to  its  mouth  thence 
through  the  islands  of  the  Georgian  Bay 
to  your  destination.  The  doctor,  anxious 
that  the  broken-down  student  should  l)e 
led  to  forget  his  nervous  nightmares  by  an 
arduous  course  in  portaging,  had  decided 
that  the  route  should  be  from  a  small  to^ai 
about  midway  do\\ii  the  Severn  to  the 
Georgian  Bay,  thence  to  the  village  of 
Penetanguishene,  where  he  agreed  to  meet 
them  later  on  and  personally  escort  them 
to  their  destination.  Certain  circum- 
stances intervened  to  change  these  plans, 
as  the  following  pages  shall  reveal. 

"VVliatever  the  Severn  River,  which 
takes  its  rise  in  Lake  Couchiching  and 
has  an  average  depth  of  fifty  feet,  may  be 
deficient  in,  it  is  certainly  not  deficient  in 
portages.  From  the  moment  it  leaves  the 
grassy  lake  last  mentioned  till  it  boils  into 
Gloucester  Pool  it  is  one  swift  mass  of 
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wakT,  broken  every  three  or  four  miles 
by  wild  cataracts,  some  scarcely  more  than 
a  clear  gush  of  water,  others  continuing 
for  a  quarter  of  a  mile  or  more.  The 
scenery  all  the  way  down  is  surpassingly 
beautiful,  and  the  fishing  of  the  best.  It 
had  ])een  arranged  by  the  doctor  that  the 
young  campers  w'ere  to  be  met  at  a  small 
station  on  the  local  branch  of  the  railway 
called  Severn  Bridge. 


CHAPTER  II 

AFTER  a  wearisome  journey,  which 
tried  the  patience  of  the  young 
invalid  sorely,  and  taxed  even  the 
powers  of  the  two  yoimger  and  more 
enthusiastic  travellers,  Toronto,  the 
superb  bride  of  Lake  Ontario,  on  whose 
low  shores  she  proudly  sits,  was  reached, 
and  here  a  week  was  spent  bmdng  pro- 
visions, selecting  tackle,  sight-seeing  and 
resting.  Already  Harold  had  begun  to 
show  decided  signs  of  improvement, 
though,  to  be  sure,  still  irritable  and 
nervous  on  occasion.  Soon  the  sights  of 
the  city  began  to  pall  upon  them,  and 
after  a  most  delightful  trip  to  Niagara, 
during  which,  for  three  days,  they  gave 
themselves  up  to  the  glorious  cataract, 
they  decided  to  start  for  the  wilderness. 


(2) 
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Needless  to  say  they  had  not  the  slightest 
idea  of  where  they  were  going.  They 
only  knew  that  somewhere,  far  to  the 
north  of  the  city  where  they  were  at  the 
moment  staying,  there  was  a  rough  lodge 
Df  tim])er  awaiting  them,  that  there  they 
would  stay  perhaps  tlu-ee  months,  and 
that  they  all  expected  to  have  a  very  wild 
and  enjoyable  time  of  it. 

It  did  not  take  the  train  long  to  get  to 
Severn  Bridge,  nor  the  baggage-man  long 
to  unship  the  various  packages  and  the 
two  beautiful  canoes,  which  they  had  pur- 
chased in  Toronto  on  the  doctor's  advice. 
When  they  lifted  up  their  eyes  and  beheld 
Severn  Bridge  they  could  have  wept.  It 
was  nothing  but  a  very  dirty  shanty-town, 
possessed  of  a  solitary  shingle-mill  and 
perched  (what  there  was  of  it)  on  barren 
rocks.  A  petulant  expression  broke  from 
Harold's  lips.  ''Beastly  place,"  he  was 
hoard  to  exclaim.  To  add  to  their  gloom 
no  guides  were  in  sight,  and  presently  it 
be2:an  to  rain.     Even  the  usuallv  bridit 
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Milly  felt  somewhat  do\viicast  as  she  ob- 
served the  station-master  lock  the  door, 
put  the  key  in  his  pocket  and  walk 
leisurely  away.  It  was  now  five  o'clock, 
and  in  a  couple  of  hours  more  it  would  be 
dark.    What  was  to  be  done  ? 

*^I  vote  we  take  the  first  train  back  to 
Toronto, ' '  cried  Harold  impetuously ;  and 
probably  this  would  have  been  done  if  two 
'broad-sliouldered  men  had  not  at  that 
instant  stepi:)ed  on  tlie  x^latf orm  and  intro- 
duced themselves  as  Bill}^  and  Louis  re- 
spectively. 

*'Say,"  was  Harold's  first  ejaculation 
**is  the  rest  of  the  country  like  this  for- 
saken hole?" 

**0h,  now  you're  talking,"  replied 
Billy,  to  whom  the  enquiry  had  been  ad- 
dressed. ''It  is  a  forsaken  hole  and  no 
mistake.  But  just  wait  till  we  get  down 
the  river.  And  the  fishing !  Boys,  what  a 
''lunge"  I  caught  this  morning!  Eh, 
Louis?" 

"You  bet!"  was  all  the  taciturn  half- 
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breed  deigned  In'  way  of  a  reply  as  he 
shouldered  a  large  package  and  placed  it 
earei'nlly  in  a  ])ox-cart,  which,  in  some 
mysterious  way  had  made  its  appearance. 

It  did  not  take  the  two  hardy  voyageurs 
long  to  get  the  baggage  to  the  edge  of  the 
rivei*,  and,  having  comfortably  tucked  the 
young  campers  in  the  canoes  they 
started  to  paddle  down-stream.  The  mom- 
ent the  sordid  hamlet  had  disappeared 
from  view  around  a  wall  of  projecting 
rock  Harold's  spirits  rose.  The  beautiful 
river,  shaded  almost  completely  with 
water-elm,  opened  out  before  them  like  a 
AHsta  of  fairyland,  and,  as  the  slowly 
westering  sun  lit  up  the  dark  brown  water, 
turning  it  to  gold,  the  three  delighted 
travellers  gave  themselves  up  to  a  keen 
sense  of  en jovment. 

*'Why  d<^n't  you  put  in  a  troll  ?"  sang 
out  Billy,  as  he  stopped  for  a  moment  to 
fill  liis  pi])»\ 

(^uick  as  a  flash  Harold  started  to  un- 
loose his  tackle,  and,  in  a  verv  few  min- 
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utes  thereafter  felt  tliat  revolving  throb 
of  the  spoon  which  carries  along  with  it 
to  the  true  fisherman  a  feeling  which  is 
nothing  short  of  ecstac}^  Soon  the  three 
were  full  of  delicious  excitement.  Not  one 
of  them  had  ever  trolled  before:  indeed 
what  fishing  they  had  done  had  been  of  the 
tamest  kind. 

"Don't  let  out  so  much  line!"  warned 
Bill}^  "You'll  catch  weeds  sure!  Keep 
your  spoon  well  in  the  channel !  Here  we 
are  at  Grass  Lake !  Ought  to  be  plenty  of 
fish !    Keep  a  sharp  look-out ! ' ' 

Sure  enough  in  another  minute  or  so 
they  had  passed  the  entrance  to  what 
seemed  like  a  vast  marsh.  A  clear  stream 
of  running  water  discharged  out  of  it  into 
the  main  river.  Just  at  this  i^oint,  to  judge 
bv  the  cautious  wav  in  which  the  two  men 
paddled,  they  expected  Harold  to  get  a 
bite.  The  trio  could  scarcely  repress  tlieir 
excitement  as  the  canoe  slowly  glided 
down  the  channel  among  the  weeds.  Sud- 
denlv  Harold  turned  white,  and  his  teeth 


14  THK  WIT.DKRXKSS  fAMPEKS 

closed  liglitly.  Soiiuilliini;-  liad  cortainl}^ 
Rnai)ped  at  the  troll.  He  was  not  kept  long- 
in  suspense  as  to  what  that  something  was, 
for,  almost  before  he  could  take  a  fresh 
grip  of  the  line  with  his  now  perspiring 
hand,  he  felt  a  mighty  tug,  and,  almost 
simultaneously,  about  ten  yards  off,  a 
spray  of  water  was  thrown  into  the  watei', 
and  out  ot  it,  for  a  single  instant,  emerged 
the  shape  of  a  great  fish.  Milly  screamed 
with  mingled  joy  and  terror;  Tom  almost 
upset  the  canoe  in  his  mad  excitement, 
and,  as  for  poor  Harold,  he,  indeed, 
scarcely  knew  what  to  do  or  where  to  turn. 
His  first  impulse  was  to  pull  in  with  might 
and  main,  but  Billy  warned  him  in  time  of 
the  pr()])ablc  consequences  of  the  act. 

"Keep  your  line  tight!  Don't  let  him 
get  out  of  the  water ! "  he  shouted,  as  he 
paddled  madly  up-stream. 

Again  and  again  the  monster  fish  tried 
to  get  away  by  leaping  into  the  air,  but 
by  this  time  Harold  had  thoroughly  en- 
ivvod  into  the  spirit  of  the  sport,  and,  by 
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not  losing  his  head,  was  able  in  the  course 
of  fifteen  minutes  sharp  work  to  com- 
pletely tire  his  quarr^y.  Twice  it  came  to 
the  surface,  the  last  time  placid  and  to 
all  appearances  dead. 

''Pull  him  in  now,"  advised  Billy,  "but 
be  very  careful  to  gaff  him  well  before  you 
attempt  to  lift  him  over  the  side,  or  he 
may  upset  you," 

Milly  gave  a  little  scream  when  she 
heard  this  last.  "Can't  you  tow  him  to 
camp  behind  the  canoe  ?"  she  asked  appre- 
hensively. 

"Oh,  I'll  manage  that  alright,"  ex- 
claimed Harold  vainly,  too  easily  flushed 
by  what  looked  like  immediate  victory. 
Nevertheless,  Milly  crouched  in  the  ex- 
treme end  of  the  canoe. 

In  a  moment  or  so  Harold  had  his  fish 
alongside  and  a  monster  it  looked  as  it 
swam  wearily  in  the  clear  water. 

' '  Gaff  him  Tommv,  or  else  he  '11  be  off ! " 
he  cried  excitedlv.     Tom  made   a  wild 
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]»liiii,uv  ^vitli  the  g-aff,  and,  oi'  courso, 
missed.  Tlic  .uroat  staring-  eyes  and 
w  ickcd-looking  moutli  of  the  maskallunge 
lialf-friglitened  him  out  of  his  senses,  and 
h(!  all  but  dropped  the  gaff  in  the  water. 
AYhether  the  dehay  gave  the  fish  a  new 
lease  of  life,  or  whether  it  was  not  so  com- 
])letely  tired  out  as  was  at  first  supposed, 
one  thing  is  certain  that,  for  the  space  of 
lialf  an  hour  the  ''lunge"  kicked  up  a 
most  fearful  rumpus  in  the  water — 
''Acted  like  a  small  screw,  in  fact",  as 
Tom  afterwards  vividly  described  it.  In 
vain  the  younger  fisherman  disgusted  with 
the  gaif,  tried  to  catch  the  gleaming 
monster  with  the  sharp  tines  of  a  fish- 
spear.  This  was  no  more  successful  than 
the  attem])t  with  the  gaff.  The  motions 
of  the  fish  were  altogether  too  rapid  and 
bewildering  for  the  now  thoroughly  nerv- 
ous boy,  and,  so,  in  order  to  make  sure  of 
his  prize,  Harold  gave  a  mighty  tug  and 
landed  it  almost  in  Milly's  lap,  who  it  is 
needless  to  remark,  yelled  in  terror. 
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''Stick  a  knife  in  its  spine,"  shouted 

Billy. 

''Stick  a  knife  in  its  spine  yourself," 
screamed  back  Tom  defiantly  as  the  fish 
flounced  about  smiting  the  sides  of  the 
canoe  mth  resounding  thwacks  that  might 
have  been  heard  across  the  river.  Tom 
might  have  said  something  even  more 
saucy,  so  exasperated  was  he  at  his  want 
of  success,  had  not  the  fish  at  that  instant 
taken  a  sudden  bounce  into  the  air,  and 
flapped  its  broad  tail  right  across  his 
mouth.  This  was  too  much  for  the  boy, 
and,  in  desperation,  he  threw  himself 
bodily  on  the  monster,  pinning  him  to  the 
floor  of  the  canoe,  nor  did  he  arise  till  he 
had  assured  himself  that  the  life  had  been 
all  but  crushed  out  of  his  enemy.  Wliile  all 
was  mad  excitement  with  Tom  and  Mill}^, 
Harold  was  able  to  give  the  "Lunge"  its 
death-thrust  with  neatness  and  dispatch, 
and  full  soon  it  lay  still  and  dead  in  the 
bottom  of  the  canoe. 


CHAPTER  III 

S( )  fierce  liad  been  the  excitement  at- 
tendant on  the  capture  of  the  fish 
that  the  l)oys  had  not  noticed  that  the 
river  was  gradually  widening  out  to  view. 
Suddenly,  as  if  by  magic,  a  l)eautiful  lake 
studded  with  fairy  islands  and  fringed 
with  waving  marsh-land  on  one  shore, 
precipitious  rocky  banks  on  the  other, 
opened  out  before  them.  It  was  fairy- 
land realized  to  Tom,  and,  on  beholding  it. 
he  at  once  set  up  a  yell  of  delight. 

''Where  away  now?"  he  asked  of  Billv, 
])roud  of  his  a])ilitv  to  use  a  luiutical 
])hrase. 

''What  did  you  say?"  enquired  Billy,  a 
broad  smile  gradually  stealing  over  his 
face. 

'Wliere  away?"  again  asked  Tom,  red- 
is 
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dening  to  the  roots  as  Harold's  satirical 
laugh  smote  on  his  ears. 

'^We're  away!  Oh,  yes,  of  course  we're 
away, ' '  answered  Billy,  thinking  it  a  very 
good  chance  to  get  even  with  Tom  for  his 
saucy  answer  during  the  fishing  episode. 

"He  means:  Wliere  are  we  going?"  ex- 
plained Harold,  not  without  a  sly  wink  at 
Billy. 

"Oh!"  answered  Billy  in  affected  sui"- 
prise.  "Why  in  the  name  of  everything 
wonderful  didn't  you  say  so  then?  We 
are  going  over  to  that  large  island  with 
the  cedar  trees.  There  is  a  fine  camping 
spot  on  it — plenty  of  w^ood,  and  abundance 
of  fish  just  off  the  shore.  The  doctor  has 
given  orders  that  we  are  to  stay  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  Severn  at  least  three  weeks. 
At  the  end  of  that  time  he  expects  to  meet 
us  at  Penetanguishene,  when  we  are  all 
to  go  up  to  Cache  Bay  together." 

"Right  you  are!"  answered  Harold, 
and  the  paddling  was  kept  up.  "I  say, 
Harold,  what  an  old  stupid  he  is, ' '  began 
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'l\.in  -Ai'ivy  a  cei-taiii  intci'val  liad  elapsed. 

''Oil,  I  don't  know,"  answered  PTarold 
with  a  shi'Ui;-  <>!'  Hk'  slionldcrs.  "Tliis  is 
not  the  sea,  you  know." 

' '  R  eally !  You  don 't  say  so ! "  answered 
Tom  at  the  same  time  scooping  up  a 
liandf'ul  of  water  and  tasting  it.  ''Neither 
it  is!  How  wonderful!  See  wliat  going 
to  college  doesf' 

"Boys!"  broke  in  Milly  reprovingly, 
and  straightway  silence  reigned. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  the  canoes 
reached  the  vicinity  of  the  island  which 
was  to  be  the  home  of  the  party  for  some 
weeks  to  come.  After  paddling  round  to 
the  north  side  of  the  channel  a  landing 
was  speedily  made.  It  did  not  take  hmg  to 
unload  and,  that  accomplished,  the  canoes 
were  draw^n  high  up  on  shore.  While 
Louis  started  to  erect  the  tents,  in  which 
task  the  boys  gladly  assisted  him,  Bill>' 
Inisied  himself  in  preparing  the  evening 
meal.  ]t  was  Tours  first  experience  of  a 
cam])-fii(\  and  lie  danced  around  it  like  a 
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little  savage.  Even  when  the  savory 
bacon  and  deliciously  cooked  fish  were 
being  dispatched  he  could  scarcely  with- 
draw himself  from  the  fascinating  blaze, 
but  would  keep  running  away  from  the 
camp  table  to  put  ''just  another  log"  on 
the  glowing  mass  in  order  to  see  the 
sparks  wildly  fly  upward  into  the  fast- 
thickening  gloom. 

Behold  now  the  three  wanderers  lying 
stretched  on  a  couch  of  fragrant  hemlock 
boughs,  basking  like  so  many  salamanders 
in  the  deep  orange  light  of  the  campfire 
with  Billy  and  Louis  a  little  removed  en- 
gaged in  sending  up  fragrant  clouds  of 
tobacco  smoke  into  the  clear  night  air. 

''I  say,  isn't  this  jolly!  I  vote  that  we 
sit  up  all  night, ' '  he  exclaimed  with  a  fine 
show  of  enthusiasm.  "I'm  going  to,  at 
any  rate,"  he  added  with  an  attempt  at 
bravo. 

"Excuse  me,"  answered  Milly,  "I  am 
as  sleepy  as  an  owl!"  and  with  a  drowsy 
"Good-night!"  she  disappeared  into  her 
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own  tent.  Harold  and  Billy  soon  followed 
snit.  In  a  little  while  Louis,  the  last  ot' 
the  loiterers,  knocked  the  ashes  from  his 
pipe  and  with  a  friendly  ''Good-night" 
took  his  departure. 


CHAPTER  IV 

TOM  was  now  left  in  solitude  by  the 
fire.  Somehow  it  wasn't  (juite  so 
comfortable  as  when  the  rest  were 
around.  To  be  sure  the  tents  were  only 
twenty  yards  away,  but  twenty  yards  be- 
gan to  look  a  long  distance  off,  and  the 
longer  Tom  sat  alone  by  the  lire  the  more 
distant  it  seemed.  Then,  to  add  to  his 
discomfort,  the  moon  suddenly  disap- 
peared behind  a  cloud,  and,  all  of  a  sud- 
den, the  night  became  exceedingly  dark. 
Once  or  twice  he  thought  he  heard  tlie 
breaking  of  twigs  to  the  right  of  the  camp 
and  strained  his  ears  in  apprehension,  but 
the  noise,  whatever  it  was,  ceased.  Pretty 
soon  the  fire  began  to  need  replenishing; 
and  vet  he  dared  iK^t  venture  out  of  the 
circle  of  light  cast  by  the  flames  for  the 
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need  I'll!  log,  but  contented  himself  with 
what  he  could  find  in  the  way  of  twigs  and 
chips  in  the  immediate  vicinity.  By  this 
time  every  rock  began  to  look  like  an 
animal  of  some  kind  or  another,  and  the 
tents  seemed  farther  off  than  ever.  It 
began  to  feel  a  little  chilly  too.  It  grew 
lonelier.  ' '  Guess  I  '11  go  to  bed  now,  ■ '  said 
master  Tom  to  himself  as  he  slowly  rose, 
drawing  in  a  long  breath  preparatory  to 
making  a  grand  rush  for  the  tent  door. 
But  just  as  he  was  about  to  start  he  sud- 
denly became  conscious  in  a  vague  way  of 
the  immediate  presence  of  another  breath- 
ing thing  besides  himself.  "What  can  it 
be?"  he  asked  himself  in  amazement  not 
unmixed  with  fear.  Suddenlv,  bv  the  side 
of  a  tree  which  stood  in  the  way  of  a  clear 
rush  to  the  tent  and  safety,  he  espied  a 
pair  of  burning  eyes,  and,  ere  he  had  had 
time  to  recover  from  his  fright,  his  ears 
were  saluted  hy  a  most  awful  clatter,  as 
though  a  drove  of  pigs  were  being  driven 
by  some  invisible  sprite.  With  one  mighty 
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yell  Tom  made  a  bound  for  the  camp,  and 
in  his  haste  and  fright  almost  fell  bodily 
over  Harold,  who  was  just  dropping  off 
to  sleep. 

''What's  the  matter?"  asked  the  latter, 
suddenly  starting  up.  ''Bears!"  was  all 
Tom  could  splutter  out. 

Bears !"  screamed  Milly  from  her  tent. 
Oh,  dear!    AVhat  shall  we  do?" 

Bears!"  shouted  Harold  gleefulh', 
reaching  for  his  rifle."  Where  did  you 
see  them?" 

"Just  at  the  campfire,"  answered  Tom, 
still  out  of  breath.  Out  sprang  Harold 
followed  valiantly  by  Milly  with  a  small 
hatchet.    Tom  crawled  into  bed. 

Both  Billy  and  Louis  were  out  by  this 
time,  sleepy  and  surprised.  "Wat  de 
matter?"  asked  the  latter  vdih  an  ill- 
concealed  yawn. 

"Tom  says  he  saw  some  bears  near  the 
fire,"  answered  Harold  brisklv. 

"Bears!"  exclaimed  the  half-breed  in- 
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crcHliiIously.  ''Wat  direction  oc  sec  dein 
bin?" 

''I  ivallv  don't  know,"  answered 
Harold  slowly,  by  tliis  time  doubtful 
about  tbe  wliole  matter.  ''I'll  go  ask 
bim! 

"Tom!"  I'ang  out  tbe  clear  voice  of 
Harold.    No  answer  was  voucbsafed. 

"Tom!"  sbouted  Harold  once  more, 
tbis  time  being  reinforced  by  tbe  sbrill 
soprano  of  Milly.    Still  no  answer. 

"Tbird  and  last  time!"  bissed  Harold, 
now  tborousrblv  aroused  and  verv  mucb 
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awake.  ' '  Tom,  do  you  bear  ?  AVliere  did 
you  see  tbe  bears?" 

A  deep  snore  was  tbe  onl}'  reply  given  to 
tbis  last.  Tbis  was  too  mucb  for  Harold, 
and  sbivering  and  vexed,  for  tbe  nigbt 
bad  turned  cold,  be  went  over  to  tbe  tent, 
literally  dragged  Tom  out  of  tbe  camp- 
bed,  and  marcbed  bim  into  tbe  centre  of 
tlie  assembled  party. 

"Now,  wboi'o  are  your  l)ears?"  asked 
Harold  Ibrouub  cbatterinu'  teetb. 
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''I  (lid  see  something-,"  answered  Tom 
doggedly.  '' Something  that  made  an 
awfnl  rumpus,  too.  There  it  is  now! 
Don 't  you  hear  it  I " 

For  a  few  moments  all  was  silence ;  then 
a  crackling  noise  being  heard  in  the  dis- 
tance Billy  w^as  the  first  to  break  the  quiet 
wliich  lie  did  in  a  very  unceremonious  way. 

*^ Porcupines!''  he  shouted  in  a  loud 
tone  of  voice.  "Porcupines!  Innocent 
little  creature  as  ever  lived!  Wouldn't 
hurt  a  kitten !  Just  came  aromid  to  make 
up  friends,  and  lick  up  a  little  salt !  Ho, 
ho,  ho!  Ha,  ha,  ha!"  and  the  two  burly 
hunters  filled  the  night  with  laughter. 

''I  thought  so,"  exclaimed  Harold  in 
pretended  disgust,  as  he  shouldered  his 
rifle,  and  wended  his  wav  back  to  the  tent. 

''Only  real  danger  is,"  went  on  Billy, 
*Hliat  they  are  liable  to  shoot  their  quills 
at  night;  especially  when  there  is  a  fire 
around.  I  remember  once  upon  a  time 
when — " 

But  before  he   could  finish  his  storv 


29,  THE  WTLDERNR8R  (;a:\IPKKS 

Harold  gave  a  mighty  Ixjuiid  and  yell,  and 
])()tli  he  and  Milly  scuttled  back  to  camp  as 
fast  as  their  legs  could  carry  them.  Billy 
and  Louis  gave  another  great  guffaw  at 
the  sudden  disappearance  of  the  would-be 
hero,  and,  for  a  long  time  afterwards, 
they  could  be  heard  laughing  long  and 
heartily  in  their  tent.  Tom  too,  kept  \i\) 
a  persistent  giggling  as  though  he  were  in 
i:)ossession  of  some  wonderfully  funny 
secret  which  he  had  difficulty  in  keeping  to 
himself.  Harold  and  Milly  found  out 
afterwards  that  porcupines  don't  shoot 
their  quills.  A  sly  wink  from  Billy  in  the 
half-light  of  the  campfire  had  conveyed 
this  information  to  Tom. 


CHAPTER  V 

NEXT  morning  the  boys  were  awak- 
ened at  sunrise  by  the  stentorian 
kmgs  of  Louis,  "Leve!  Leve!" 
he  cried. 

'^What's  he  saying?"  asked  Tom  lazily. 
''Get  up  porcupine,"  answered  Harold 
gleefully. 

"Look  out  for  your  legs!  You  might 
get  wounded  by  my  quills ! ' '  snapped  Tom, 
and  Harold  said  no  more. 

It  did  not  take  the  bovs  long  to  dress 
their  first  morning  in  camp.  Milly  was 
sleeping  so  soundl\^  that  they  decided  not 
to  awaken  her.  They  were  not  entirely 
actuated  by  unselfish  motives  in  this  re- 
solve, for,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  they 
were  both  wild  to  have  a  swim  in  the 
crj^stal-clear  waters  of  Sparrow  Lake  be- 
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fore  brcaki'ast.  ]ii  a  very  fVw  minutes 
they  were  out  in  tlie  pure  nioining-  air, 
and,  in  an  incredibly  sliort  space  of  time, 
had  succeeded  in  finding  a  convenient  rock 
from  which  to  dive.  Plunge!  and  far 
down  below  Harold  could  be  seen  swim- 
ming, as  Tom  afterwards  expressed  it, 
"like  a  great  white  frog."  l*hmge!  and 
Tom  had  followed  suit,  disappearing  far 
beneath  the  surface  of  the  lake  (for  Tom 
was  an  expert  swimmer)  until  he  was  able 
to  touch  bottom.  In  a  moment  or  so  the 
two  boys  came  to  the  surface,  snorting  like 
porpoises,  and  for  the  space  of  ten  min- 
utes thereafter  there  was  a  scene  of  wild 
turmoil. 

"I  say  isn't  it  glorious!"  exclaimed 
Harold,  as  they  stood  on  the  rock  swinging 
their  arms  preparatory  to  dressing. 

Indeed  it  was  glorious.  The  sun  had 
just  succeeded  in  freeing  itself  from  a 
mass  of  flame  and  bronze-colored  clouds, 
and  the  first,  tender  light  of  morning  was 
over    everything.      The    distant    marsh, 
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Avliore  the  wild-fowl  were  already  scream- 
ing and  fluttering",  was  of  the  palest 
imaginable  green;  the  sombre  cedar  trees 
stood  tipped  with  rosy  flame,  and  the 
bright  oxide  colors  of  the  rocks  on  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  lake  were  brought  out 
with  startling  vividness.  The  lake  itself 
lay  like  a  great  burnished  shield  of  silver. 

''Better  urry  hif  you  goin'  fisliin'  dis 
morninV'  shouted  Louis  from  the  dis- 
tance. The  boys  needed  no  second  urging. 
They  dressed  with  the  expedition  of  light- 
ning. 

"What  about  Milly?"  asked  Harold 
between  great  gulps  of  fragrant  coffee. 

"De  young  lady  not  awake  yet.  She 
will  stay  wid  Billy.  Hafter  a  while  dey 
fish  hoff  de  rocks  for  bass, ' '  answered  the 
half-breed. 

"Can't  I  fish  for  bass  too?"  pleaded 
Tom. 

' '  Sure ! ' '  responded  Louis.  Lunge  best 
fish  dough.  Dey  so  big  'ere,  by  golly,  dey 
tow  you  half-way  cross  de  bay.    You  al- 
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]'ight.  Pi'ctty  good  swinimci'.  No  swim 
at  all,  nie!" 

This  flattery  pleased  Tom  immensely, 
and  he  then  and  there  deeided  that  as  long- 
as  huige  could  be  had  he  would  fish  for 
nothing  less  noble  in  the  fish  line. 

To  paddle  down  a  river  in  a  heavily- 
laden  canoe  is  one  thing ;  to  paddle  in  the 
same  canoe  on  a  lake  in  early  morning 
after  an  invigorating  swim  followed  by  a 
hot  cup  of  coffee  and  fragrant  toast  is 
another  thing  altogether.  It  required  all 
Louis'  half-breed  caution  to  keep  the  lads 
from  upsetting  the  canoe,  so  buoyed  up 
were  they  with  the  novelty  of  the  situa- 
tion. 

In  a  little  while  they  reached  the  fish- 
ing-ground— a  long  rapid  channel  that 
wound  among  thick  weeds — and  under  the 
half  breed's  directions  the  lines  were  skil- 
fully put  out.  Harold's  troll  was  at  once 
greedily  sna])ped  by  a  huge  lunge,  and 
wliile  he  was  engaged  struggling  with  his 
fish,  Tom  was  almost  dragged  out  of  his 
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seat  by  a  heavy  strike.  Harold  landed  his 
fish  very  quickly  and  under  Louis'  direc- 
tions gave  it  its  quietus  very  neatly.  Tom 
was  not  so  fortunate.  Do  what  he  would 
the  great  fish  seemed  to  easily  thwart  his 
efforts  to  get  it  within  gaffing  distance. 
Half  a  dozen  times  he  all  but  succeeded, 
but  the  lightning-like  movements  of  *'The 
fresh- water  shark",  as  it  has  been  well 
called,  foiled  him  in  his  attempts.  Once, 
indeed,  the  fish  got  its  head  and  towed  the 
canoe  fully  fifty  yards  out  into  the  lake 
ere  Louis  could  get  his  paddle  properly 
to  work  to  swing  it  off  in  another  direc- 
tion. After  awhile,  as  the  half-breed  had 
predicted,  the  lunge  gave  evidence  that  it 
was  beginning  to  feel  tired,  and  slowly, 
verv  slowlv,  Tom  reeled  it  to  the  side  of 
the  boat. 

*' Gracious,  what  a  brute!"  exclaimed 
Harold,  as  the  fish  swam  idlv  in  the  clear 
water.  ^'Surely,  joii  are  not  going  to 
bring  that  monster  into  the  canoe  1  Why, 
it  will  sink  us ! " 
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''Just  you  \vait,"  was  Tom's  cautious 
reply  as  he  proceeded  to  coax  his  fish 
close  to  the  gunwale. 

Splash!  went  the  lunge,  and  with  one 
giant  flip  of  its  tail  it  threw  about  a  gallon 
of  water  over  the  occupants  of  the  canoe. 
Whizz!  and  away  flew  the  line  out  into 
the  deep  water  the  reel  singing  like  a  wire. 

''Better  pull  for  camp,"  advised  Louis. 
"I  knew  dat  you  couldn't  manage  dat 

reel." 

"I  won't",  exclaimed  Tom  impetuously 
"I'll  get  that  brute  into  this  canoe  or  I'll 
sink  the  whole  outfit." 

Once  more  the  prey  was  brought  within 
gaffing-distance.  This  time  it  was  obvi- 
ously very  tired.  Yet  it  defied  all  gaffing 
so  great  was  its  strength.  Without  giving 
warning  Tom  reeled  in  with  might  and 
main,  and  at  last  with  a  triumphant 
whoop  litterally  dragged  his  prize  over 
the  edge  of  the  canoe.  No  sooner  did  the 
captured  victim  feel  himself  out  of  his 
native   element  than  he  gave  a  mighty 
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bound,  and,  bending  himself  almost 
double,  caught  Harold  on  the  rebound 
square  on  the  chest,  and  knocked  him  out 
of  the  canoe  into  the  water.  Fortunately 
all  this  happened  at  the  edge  of  the  lake 
where  the  water  was  very  shallow  else  the 
consequences  might  have  been  very  seri- 
ous. As  it  was,  when  Harold  picked  him- 
self up  out  of  the  marsh  -  mud  and 
sprawled  over  the  side  of  the  canoe,  he 
presented  such  a  ludicrous  sight  that  even 
the  taciturn  Louis  set  up  a  screech  of 
laughter.  In  the  excitement  attendant  on 
Harold's  mishap  the  fish  had  been  for- 
gotten, but  needless  to  say  it  did  not  for- 
get itself,  and  for  about  five  minutes  there 
was  a  wild  struggle  for  supremacy.  At 
last  Louis  got  a  favorable  chance  and 
smote  it  on  the  head  with  a  small  steering 
paddle,  after  which  it  was  easily  dis- 
patched. Nor  did  Tom  escape  unscathed, 
for,  in  addition  to  covering  him  witli 
slime  and  scales  the  fish  had  been  able  to 
leave  a  permanent  memento  in  the  shape 
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of  ail  ugly  bite  on  his  right  hand  wliicli 
did  not  heal  for  three  or  four  days.  But 
the  triumphant  landing  was  worth  all  the 
trouble,  and  when  the  scales  tipped  32 
lbs.  8  ozs.  even  Louis  whistled  in  amaze- 
ment. 

^reantime  Milly  had  had  good  sport  off 
tlie  rocks,  and  Avlien  breakfast  —  real 
breakfast  this  time  with  coffee  and  bacon 
and  fish,  together  with  delicious  potatoes 
and  toast — was  announced  the  mishaps  of 
the  morning  were  forgotten. 

After  paddling  around  for  a  couple  of 
hours  exploring,  lily-hunting  and  duck- 
shooting,  in  which  last  occupation  Harold 
was  re.illy  an  expert,  the  sun  getting  very 
liot,  a  straight  line  was  made  for  camp, 
liammocks  were  swung  and  all  hands  in- 
dulged in  a  delicious  spell  of  sleep  which 
lasted  far  into  the  afternoon.  Just  Iioav 
sweet  that  morning's  sleep  was,  no  one 
appreciated  quite  so  much  as  llarold. 
Already  his  tired  nerves  were  beginning 
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to  feel  the  stimulus  of  the  keen  northern 
air  and  something  of  his  old  vigor  had 
already  come  back. 


(1) 


CHAPTER  VI 

^i    A    ^^YBODY   want   to   go   berry-- 

J-^  l)icking?"  It  was  Billy,  pail 
in  hand,  who  had  asked  the 
question  of  the  half -dozing  campers. 

''AVhat  kind  of  berries?"  asked  Tom 
rubbing  his  eyes.  '' Straws",  laconically 
answered  Billy. 

*' Straws!"  said  Tom  rather  dazed  ''I 
thought  vou  said  berries!"  ''Straw- 
berries,  you  little  goose,"  broke  in  Milly, 
to  Tom's  complete  discomfiture. 

''Oh,  strawberries!  Why  didn't  you 
say  so  at  first?"  growled  Tom.  It  didn't 
take  the  party  long  to  travel  to  Morrison's 
Creek,  and,  in  a  very  few  minutes  after 
landing,  all  hands  were  busil}^  engaged  in 
picking  the  succulent  ])erries,  a  great 
quantity  of  which  were  still  to  l)e  found 
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on  the  north  side  of  the  rocks.  Tom,  plead- 
ing tired,  wandered  ot¥  alone.  At  first  he 
was  not  missed.  The  picking  of  the  ber- 
ries fully  occupied  the  party.  At  last, 
Milly,  desiring  some  help,  called  for  the 
truant,  but  no  voice  replied.  She  called 
again  with  the  same  result.  Harold  next 
tried  his  skill,  but  was  no  more  successful. 
It  began  to  get  a  little  perplexing. 

''Billy,  do  you  go  and  find  that  young- 
ster! He  must  be  around  somewhere!" 
said  Harold,  forthwith  starting  to  pick 
more  l^erries. 

Billy  tramped  a])out  the  rocks  for  ten 
minutes  or  more.  He  hunted  in  every 
direction,  but  without  finding  trace  of  the 
delinquent.  Coming  back  he  so  reported. 
This  turn  of  affairs  rather  startled  the 
party  and  Louis  was  at  once  called  in  and 
a  vigorous  search  instituted.  For  a  long 
time  they  could  not  find  the  slightest  trace 
of  the  missing  l)oy,  and  a  period  of  real 
alarm  set  in.  At  last  the  monotonv  of 
dread  was  broken  in  upon  by  Milly  sud- 
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denly  exclaiming,  ''Why,  what  is  this?'' 
at  the  same  time  picking  up  a  piece  of 
paper  that  liacl  been  placed  conspicuously 
near  a  large  rock  with  the  missing  boy's 
hat  beside  it.  It  was  a  note  addressed  to 
Milly  and  the  contents  ran  as  follows : — 
My  dear  Milly : 

A¥hen  j-ou  read  this  I  will  be  no  more. 
I  am  sick  of  being  snubbed  (you  know 
why!)  I  may  be  j'oung  but  I  have  feelin's. 
Perhaps  I  didn't  see  a  bear  last  night,  and 
then  again  perhaps  I  did.  Nobody  shall 
ever  know.  The  secret  dies  with  me.  I  give 
my  fishin  tackle  to  Harold.  When  he 
fishes  with  it  in  the  gay  future  perhaps 
he  will  remember  his  little  brother  who 
received  a  mortal  wound  from  a  fish 
through  him.  But  tliis  is  no  time  to  cher- 
ish hatred.  I  forgive  him !  I  hope  he  may 
catch  many  fish,  and  not  kill  any  more  of 
his  friends.  I  hope  that  you  may  gather 
many  ''straws".  I  won't  need  any  where 
I'm  goin.  At  least  I  won't  need  to  pick 
any.    N.B.  Give  my  love  to  mother,  and 
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don't  look  for  my  body  cause  yon  won't 
find  it. 

Your  loving  brother 

Tom. 
P.S.  Tell  Harold  that  Porkapines  don't 
shoot  their  quills. 

This  was  too  much  for  Milly,  and  she 
sat  down  on  the  ground  and  started  to 
cry  as  though  her  heart  would  break. 
Harold,  on  the  contrary,  instead  of  griev- 
ing, laughed  loud  and  long,  and  forthwith 
started  to  examine  the  ground  where  the 
note  had  been  found.  At  last  he  called  to 
Louis,  and  in  a  moment  that  keen  son  of 
the  forest  was  able  to  detect,  even  on  the 
almost  bare  rock,  the  imprint  of  a  boy's 
boot.  With  the  instinct  of  a  sleuth-hound 
he  followed  his  clue,  stopping  for  a  mo- 
ment in  perplexity  w^lien  he  came  to  the 
absolutely  bare  rock,  then  burring  on 
again  as  the  trail  became  once  more  clear. 
Harold  and  Milly  followed  him  in  all  his 
twistings  and  turnings,  the  latter  in  a 
state  of  breathless  excitement.    When,  at 
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last,  Louis  stopped  lull  at  the  water's 
edge  before  the  two  empty  canoes,  and 
still  no  trace  of  the  missing  l)oy,  Milly 
sank  down  on  the  rock  completely  over- 
come by  the  dismal  prospect.  In  a  mo- 
ment or  so  the  half-breed  held  up  his  hand 
and  beckoned  Harold  to  come  on.  Like  a 
flash  Harold  was  at  his  side,  and  follow- 
ing Louis'  instructions,  he  i^eered  into 
the  cleft  to  which  Tom's  footsteps  led. 

But  we  nmst  go  back  a  little.  When  the 
party  of  berry-pickers  had  got  regularly 
dow^n  to  business  Tom,  whose  inclination 
for  anything  in  the  shape  of  work  was  not 
one  of  his  strong  points,  to  put  it  mildl\', 
sauntered  off  by  himself  to  meditate  on 
some  of  his  fancied  wrongs.  To  be  sure,  he 
wasn't  very  certain  in  his  mind  just  what 
those  wrongs  were;  l)ut  of  one  thing  he 
felt  very  certain,  viz.,  that  a  base  conspir- 
acy had  been  entered  into  h\  the  larger 
members  of  the  party  to  keep  him  per- 
manently under.  Now,  being  a  boy  uL' 
very   pugnacious   spirit   he    straightway 
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determined  that  nothing  of  the  kind 
should  be  allowed  to  hajix^en;  at  least  not 
with  his  Iviiowledge  and  consent.  So  he 
cast  around  in  his  fertile  mind  for  some 
plan  by  which  to  get  even  with  his 
' '  tyrants ' '  as  he  called  them.  While  saun- 
tering along,  meditating  all  sorts  of 
schemes,  he  suddenly  found  himself  at  the 
water's  edge,  a  considerable  distance 
aw^ay  from  the  berry-pickers,  and,  look- 
ing about  him  he  discovered  a  cleft  in  the 
rock,  or  rather  gigantic  boulder  which 
towered  above  him.     Curiosity  overcame 

»■■■ 

his  scruples,  and,  in  a  trice  his  little  body 
Avas  safely  wriggled  in.  It  was  an  ideal 
hiding-place  in  which  he  found  himself — 
cool,  mossy  and  open  above  to  light  and 
air.  In  the  very  centre  of  the  rock  the 
tiniest  imaginable  fairy  cascade  tumbled 
down  out  of  a  cup  of  purest  crystal 
quartz  into  the  waters  of  the  bay  which 
here  washed  up  through  a  deep  fissure  in 
the  most  mysterious  way.  It  was  indeed 
easily  possible  to  take  a  plunge  into  the 


44  THE  WILDERNESS  CA.MPERS 

water  which  fiHcd  a  hivg-e  space  of  tlie 
cavern  floor  and  came  up  on  the  outside. 
Tom  did  not  see  all  this  at  once,  but  he 
did  after  a  while  and  the  knowledge  got 
him  out  of  a  pretty  mess. 

It  was  while  thoroughly  enjoying  him- 
self in  his  new-found  '^ Smuggler's  cave'' 
as  he  was  pleased  to  call"  it  that  a  very 
wicked  thought  suddenly  flashed  into 
Tom's  head.  Why  not  disappear  tempor- 
arily? That  would  repay  them  for  their 
cruel  treatment  of  him !  It  took  him  some 
time  to  get  up  the  necessary  mood  of  des- 
pair, but  in  time  he  was  able  to  convince 
himself  that  he  was  a  very  much  abused 
boy  indeed,  and  forthwith  he  sat  down 
and  wrote  the  note  which  Milly  was  the 
first  to  pick  up.  The  composing  of  the 
note  in  question  was  a  very  pathetic  affair 
to  Tom,  and  more  than  once  during  the 
laborious  operation  he  found  himself  on 
the  point  of  tears.  To  steal  out  and  leave 
it  in  a  prominent  place  along  with  his  hat 
was  the  work  of  an  instant,  after  which  he 
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sat  down  in  a  state  of  delicious  expecta- 
tion. He  waited  and  waited  and  waited, 
and  at  last  lie  started  to  yawn.  Presently 
he  began  to  feel  a  little  heavy,  and  soon 
found  it  a  work  of  extreme  difficulty  to 
keep  his  eyes  open.  Of  course,  he  would- 
n't go  to  sleep!  He  would  just  stretch 
himself  for  a  few  minutes  on  the  soft, 
inviting  moss,  which  covered  the  dry  por- 
tion of  the  cavern-floor.  The  real  fact  is 
that  Tom  was  very  sleepy  indeed.  He  had 
scarcely  slept  a  wink  the  previous  night 
on  account  of  the  novelty  of  the  situation, 
never  having  slept  out  of  doors  before.  In 
addition  to  this  he  had,  candour  compel 
the  confession,  eaten  too  heartily  at  lun- 
cheon. Under  these  circumstances  stern, 
old  Mother  Nature,  who  exacts  payment 
with  interest  for  every  bill,  thought  the 
present  a  good  time  to  collect  something 
on  "The  Sleep  Account".  Notwitlistand- 
ing  all  his  good  resolutions,  in  a  very  few 
miinites  after  lying  down,  Tom  was  fast 
asleep,  and  in  that  condition  he  was  dis- 
covered bv  Harold. 


CHAPTER  VII 

THE  first  tliino-  Harold  did  was  to 
assure  Milly  that  the  culprit  had 
been  found.  That  done,  he  next  mo- 
tioned Louis  to  close  up  the  cleft  with  a 
large  stone  which  stood  conveniently  near. 
Next  he  emj)tied  the  pails  of  their  con- 
tents of  berries  and  filled  them  with 
water.  Then  climbing  up  on  the  rock  so 
as  to  be  directly  over  Tom  he  gave  the 
signal  to  the  other  three  who  yelled  in  con- 
cert. The  moment  Tom  opened  his  eyes, 
which  he  did  in  much  less  time  than  it 
takes  to  write  about,  Harold  drenched  him 
from  head  to  foot  with  the  contents  of  the 
first  pail,  and,  ere  he  could  dodge,  another 
and  another  were  emptied  upon  him.  It 
did  not  take  Tom  long  to  take  in  the  situ- 
ation, and,  quick  as  a  flash,  he  made  for 

46 
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the  ai:)ei'tiire  onh'  however  to  find  it  closed. 
While  he  stood  hopelessly  gazing  around 
down  came  another  pail  of  water,  and 
after  that  another. 

''Won't  find  your  body,  eh?"  asked 
Harold  in  mocking  tones.  ''Hope  we'll 
enjoy  the  straws,  eh?  How"  do  you  enjoy 
the  shower-bath  ? ' ' 

But  Tom  was  determined  that  he  would 
not  be  caught  like  a  rat  in  a  hole,  and,  no 
sooner  had  Harold. turned  away  his  head 
to  talk  for  a  moment  with  Millv  as  to  what 
should  be  done  next  in  the  way  of  punish- 
ment, than  plunge !  and  he  had  shot  like  a 
water-rat  through  the  rocky  cleft  that  led 
out  into  the  bay,  and,  ere  you  could  count 
sixty  had  secured  the  canoes,  which  lay 
quite  near  to  shore,  and,  to  the  amazement 
and  disgust  of  Harold,  the  next  thing  seen 
of  the  miscreant  he  w^as  fully  sixty  yards 
out  on  the  calm  surface  of  the  bay  scream- 
ing defiance  and  taunts  at  the  top  of  his 
lungs. 

"Want  to  see  me  commit  suicide  ?  Well, 
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licrci  goes,"  he  cxchiiiued  dramatically,  at 
the  same  time  making  as  tlioiigh  about  to 
dive.  ''No,  I  guess  I  won't!  Might  make 
Milly  feel  bad!  By  the  way,  haven't  got 
any  message  for  home  have  you?  Well, 
good-bye !  Hoi:>e  you  may  have  a  real  good 
time,  and  find  plenty  of  strawberries. 
Would  like  to  stay  with  you,  but  my  en- 
gagements in  Kingston  will  not  per- 
mit. Ta !  Ta !  Don't  think  again  that  I  am 
a  chump,  because  I'm  not."  With  this 
last  as  a  parting  shot  Tom  serenely  pad- 
dl(;d  away. 

' '  Come  back  here  with  those  canoes  you 
young  rascal,"  shouted  Harold,  shaking 
his  fists;  but  Tom  affected  not  to  hear. 
One,  two,  three  hours  passed,  and  sunset 
slowly  began,  but  still  Tom  failed  to  put  in 
an  appearance,  nor  was  he  visible  on  the 
island  which  was  only  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
away.  All  in  vain  they  shouted ;  no  voice 
replied  from  the  friendly  distance.  The 
real  cause  of  the  delav  was  that  Master 
Tom  on  arrival  at  the  island  had  prom])tly 
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divested  himself  of  his  wet  clothing,  laid 
himself  do\^^l  in  the  warm  sun  and  had 
fallen  asleep.  After  a  while,  of  course,  he 
did  wake  up,  and,  hearing  the  wild  cries  of 
Milly  and  Harold,  condescended  to  paddle 
over  to  the  stranded  berry-pickers. 

''Time  you  came  back,"  shouted  Harold 
savagely. 

"Fact  is  I  over-slept  myself.  Got  any 
berries?"  asked  Tom  nonchalantly. 

"Never  you  mind  about  the  berries! 
You  paddle  right  to  shore  or  I'll  trounce 
you  right  soundly  when  we  get  to  camp, ' ' 
exclaimed  Harold. 

' '  Sure  ?  How  are  you  going  to  manage 
it  I  should  like  to  know?" 

Then  it  suddenly  dawned  upon  Harold 
that  "Beggars  should  not  be  choosers", 
and  he  at  once  changed  his  tactics. 

' '  See  here,  Tom,  what  do  you  want  us  to 
do?"  he  demanded.  "You  have  got  the 
whip-hand  and  we  know  it.  Only  don't 
keep  us  here  all  night,  please!" 

■  I  want  you  on  your  honor  as  a  gentle- 


u- 
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man  to  solemnly  promise  that  no  plwsical 
violence  shall  be  clone  me  when  we  get  back 
to  camp,  and,  furthermore  that  you  apolo- 
gize for  the  mean  advantage  you  took  of 
me  when  I  was  asleep  in  the  cave,"  res- 
ponded Tom  briskly. 

''All  right,  old  boy,  I  promise.  "I'll  do 
anything  you  wish  and  more  if  you  will 
only  tell  me  how  you  got  away." 

"The  secret  dies  with  me,"  answered 
Tom  dramatically. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  after  Tom  had 
landed  the  party  embarked,  and  the  pangs 
oC  hunger  caused  the  paddlers  to  send  the 
canoe  through  tlie  water  at  a  furious  rate. 


CHAPTER  YIII 

^^^(AY,"  exclaimed  Billy,  as  they  lay 
1^  around  the  camp-fire  that  night 
'^Did  you  ever  hear  of  fish  that 
understood  what  was  said  to  them?" 

Harold  raised  his  eyes  superciliously; 
Tom  opened  his  to  their  widest  capacity 
and  merely  ejaculated,  ^'Cricky!"  Avhile 
Milly  tossed  her  yellow  hair  in  disdain  and 
cried  out,  '^I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it!" 

'^But  I  know  they  do,"  persisted  Billy. 
'^I  can  talk  to  them  myself." 

"How  do  you  manage  if?"  asked  Tom, 
his  mouth  wide-open  with  excitement,  and 
his  l)ig  blue  eyes  all  agog. 

"I'll  show  3^ou  some  dav  if  you  are  a 
good  boy,"  replied  Billy,  pleased  at  the 
boy's  apparent  belief. 

51 
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''Show  me  to-morrow,  won't  you?" 
Tom  made  haste  to  ask. 

''Certainly,  if  you  wish  it.  I  shall  be 
pleased  to  do  so?"  was  the  kindly  reply. 

"Say,  do  the  fish  talk  back?"  was  Tom's 
next  enquiry. 

"Certainly,"  answered  Billy,  "but  you 
will  not  be  al)le  to  hear  them.  They  open 
their  mouths  and  go  where  I  tell  thein 
though. ' ' 

"How  did  you  ever  discover  this  won- 
derful fact?"  asked  Harold  an  amused 
smile  creeping  over  his  face. 

"I  got  it  from  an  old  Indian  chief  on 
Joseph's  Island  up  towards  the  Saiilt.  He 
could  talk  to  birds  and  animals  and  fish 
as  easily  as  I  am  talking  to  you  now, ' '  ex- 
claimed Billy,  no  sign  of  a  smile  flitting 
over  his  broad,  good-natured  face. 

"Did  he  ever  tell  you  how  this  wonder- 
ful gift  was  acquired?  I  have  heard  o?. 
the  good  St.  Francis  of  Assissi  doing 
somethijig  of  the  sort;  but  I  confess  I 
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never  expected  to  meet  with  the  wonder 
in  the  nineteenth  century. ' ' 

'^Yes,  he  tokl  me,  and  it  is  not  a  very 
long  story  either.    Want  to  hear  it  ? ' ' 

''Let's  have  it  bv  all  means,"  cried  the 
trio.  Billy  cleared  his  throat  and  began : 
''The  storv  I  am  about  to  tell  vou  is  not  my 
own.  Ill  give  it  to  you  just  as  the  chief 
gave  it  to  me  over  thirty  years  ago,  when 
I  was  acting  as  night-watchman  up  at  the 
Bruce  copper  mines.  As  he  told  it  to  me 
in  Chippewayan  I  shall  have  to  translate 
it  as  I  go  along.  Here  it  is  then  as  I  re- 
member it : — 

The  Story  of  Chief  Joseph 

It  was  in  the  middle  of  summer,  and  the 
moon  was  full.  Ever  since  early  Spring 
there  had  been  no  rain,  and  the  ground 
was  dried  up  and  parched.  It  was  so  hot 
that  the  corn  took  no  root,  so  that  we  were 
forced  to  depend  on  fish  and  game  for  food 
The  berry-blossoms  were  all  shrivelled  up, 
and  the  leaves  on  the  trees  hung  brown 

(5) 
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and  withered.  All  along  the  margins  of 
the  streams  the  wild  game  congregated, 
for  there,  of  course,  was  both  pasture  and 
drink.  It  was  so  hot  that  none  of  the 
braves  would  leave  the  shores  of  the  Big 
Sea  Water  to  go  inland,  but  contented 
themselves  with  camping  on  the  sand,  go- 
ing out  to  hunt  in  the  early  morning  and 
sleeping  all  day.  We  had  no  trouble  in 
killing  all  the  game  Ave  desired,  because 
none  of  the  animals  would  keep  far  away 
from  the  water.  Day  after  day  we  prayed 
to  the  Great  Spirit  for  rain;  but  each 
morning  we  awoke  to  the  same  cloudless 
sky  full  of  heat.  Far  off  from  the  west 
came  vague  rumors  that  the  rivers  were 
fast  drying  up,  and  that  the  Indians  were 
fleeing  to  the  momitains  in  the  far  west, 
or  to  the  lakes  in  the  east.  Pretty  soon 
we  began  to  get  afraid  that  they  would 
want  to  fight  us  for  our  camping-grounds ; 
so  one  day  we  packed  up  all  our  camp-be- 
longings and  paddled  along  the  shore  of 
the  Big  Sea  Water  to  the  old  lands  of  the 
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Hiirons.  But  we  found  out  afterwards 
that  we  needed  not  to  have  done  so  as  the 
western  Indians  stopped  in  their  flight  at 
the  Lake  of  Many  Islands.  After  many 
days  of  weary  paddling  we  stopped  at  a 
favorable  point  where  the  herbage  was 
green,  and  soon  had  our  fires  going  and 
our  meat  cooking.  It  was  towards  the 
close  of  the  afternoon,  yet,  strange  to  say 
the  sky  began  to  grow  dark  and  the  sun 
went  out  and  it  became  all  on  a  sudden 
very  warm  like  a  big  camp-fire.  In  a  little 
while  we  noticed  birds  flying  near,  and 
many  of  them  fell  along  the  beach  where 
we  were.  When  we  picked  them  up  we 
noticed  that  some  of  them  were  blind,  and 
that  the  feathers  of  all  of  them  smelt  of 
smoke.  Then  we  knew  that  the  woods 
Avere  on  fire,  and  without  any  delay  we 
pulled  do^^i  our  teepees,  caught  up  our 
papooses,  and  paddled,  as  fast  as  we  were 
able,  far  out  on  the  lake  to  an  island  about 
three  miles  from  shore.  Pretty  soon  the 
fire  came  on  mountains  high.    We  could 
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see  the  islands  ten  miles  out,  thougli  it  was 
now  getting  dark.  Surely  Manitoii  was 
angry  with  his  children  that  day ! 

Great  blazing  logs,  red  and  fiery,  were 
caught  up  and  carried  by  the  wind  far  out 
on  the  water.  We  could  hear  them  hiss 
as  they  fell  into  it.  The  falling  sparks 
drove  us  away  to  the  larger  islands  full 
ten  miles  out.  Soon  it  became  so  hot  even 
there  that  we  were  fain  to  go  into  the 
w^ater,  papooses  and  all,  and  cover  our 
heads  from  the  flying  sparks  with  our 
canoes.  It  burned  all  through  the  night, 
and  we  dared  not  stay  long  out  of  the 
water  for  dread  of  the  great  heat.  But 
with  tlie  liglit  of  the  sixth  morning  the 
wind  died  away  and  soon  the  fire  ceased 
its  fierce  burning.  Then  we  all  got  out 
of  the  water  and  tried  to  walk;  but  the 
ground  was  so  covered  with  sparks  that 
we  found  it  impossible  to  do  so  without 
burning  our  moccasins.  Pretty  soon, 
when  it  became  clearer,  we  discovered  that 
the  island  was  covered  with  animals,  and 
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the  water  tliiek  with  dead  birds.  All 
around  us  were  bears  and  wapiti  and  pan- 
thers all  more  or  less  burned  by  the  fire. 
Many  of  them  were  dead,  some  were  dying 
and  the  remainder  were  so  much  exhaust- 
ed with  the  length  of  the  swim  to  the  island 
that  they  remained  still  as  though  sleep- 
ing. They  were  indeed  all  quite  tame  and 
trembling,  and,  instead  of  running  away 
from  us  seemed  as  though  they  really 
wanted  to  get  near  for  the  mere  company's 
sake.  A  large  black  bear  licked  ni}^  hand 
like  a  dog,  and  a  timid  fawn  placed  its 
head  on  my  lap  and  held  up  its  poor 
burned  hoof  for  my  pity  as  though  anxious 
that  I  should  heal  it. 

Then  a  great  pit}^  came  into  my  heart, 
and  I  set  my  braves  to  work  throwing 
water  on  the  smoking  ground,  and,  where- 
ever  they  did  so,  the  animals  that  were 
afraid  of  water  ran  and  lay  down  and 
seemed  at  peace.  As  they  were  engaged  in 
this  occupation  I  spoke  in  my  language 
to  the  bear,  and  what  was  my  surprise  to 
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hear  liim  answer  back  and  tell  me  that, 
])ecause  of  my  goodness  to  them  that  day 
he  was  commissioned  by  the  Great  Mani- 
tou  to  convey  to  me  the  power  of  being 
able  to  speak  to  all  the  animals  in  the 
forest  and  the  fish  in  the  water  and  the 
birds  of  the  air  ' '  Go, ' '  said  he,  as  I  stood 
like  unto  one  dazed,  ''Go  to  the  Great 
Pipe-stone  Quarry  alone  leaving  these 
your  children  with  us,  and  there  remain 
in  fasting  and  prayer  nine  days  with  the 
Great  Manitou.  At  the  end  of  that  time 
return,  and  after  that  you  have  arrived 
we  shall  return  to  our  lairs,  and  ever  after 
you  shall  be  able  to  discover  all  the  tricks 
of  our  animal  craft,  and  shall  speak  to  us 
as  brethren  because  you  were  kind  to  us 
in  our  hour  of  distress.  Thus  shall  you 
know  that  through  pity  all  learn. ' ' 

''Straightway  I  called  my  men  and 
children  and  wives  together  and  told  them 
even  as  the  bear  had  said,  and,  amid  many 
lamentations,  I  departed  for  the  Great 
Pipe- Stone  Quarry  alone.    There  for  the 
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space  of  nine  days  and  nine  nights  I  re- 
mained in  prayer,  and,  on  the  morning  of 
the  tenth  day,  wearied  with  my  fasting, 
dim  of  eye  and  weak  of  arm,  I  staggered 
into  my  canoe  and  sank  into  the  fnrs  at 
the  bottom.  Straightway  a  wind  arose 
and  blew  me  far  out  into  the  Big  Sea 
Water,  and  when  I  grew  an  hungered,  lo, 
the  birds  brought  food  and  the  fish  leaped 
of  their  own  accord  into  the  canoe,  and  I 
ate  and  was  strengthened.  And  when  the 
wind  fell,  as  fall  it  did,  then  an  otter  seized 
the  prow  of  my  craft  and  bore  it  along  full 
many  a  league.  At  last  life  and  strength 
returned  to  me,  and  soon  the  islands  I  had 
left  loomed  large  on  the  horizon,,  and  I  re- 
joiced that  I  should  see  my  people  once 
more.  But  when  I  landed  no  friendly 
bark  from  my  dog  greeted  me,  nor  the  cry 
of  any  child,  nor  could  I  trace  the  signs 
of  any  camp-fire,  nor  were  there  any 
marks  to  guide  me  as  to  which  way  my 
people  had  gone.  For  many  a  day  I  hunt- 
ed, but  I  never  saw  them  more. ' ' 
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"One  day  while  sitting  disconsolate  on 
the  shore,  lo,  a  friendly  pike  seeing  my 
sorrow  opened  its  month  and  said:  "Fear 
not,  Oh  Pinebranch,  but  go  through  all 
this  region  and  speak  to  all  the  fish  as  to 
friends,  and  it  shall  happen  that  when 
thou  art  very  old  thou  slialt  see  in  the  clear 
w^ater  near  the  great  rock  at  Nipigon,  the 
sturgeon,  wisest  of  fish.  Him  ask  as  to 
thy  tribe  and  dear  ones,  and  he  shall  tell 
thee  to  dive  down  to  him  where  he  lies  in 
the  deep  water.  Be  not  afraid,  but  plunge ; 
for  he  it  is  to  whom  is  given  by  the  Great 
Manitou  the  work  of  bringing  thee  at  last 
to  the  happy  hunting-grounds  where  death 
is  unknown." 

"That's  the  story  as  well  as  I  can  recol- 
lect it,"  added  Billy.  "People  said  that 
old  Pinebranch  turned  craz}^  after  a 
great  forest  fire  in  which  his  family  and 
tribe  were  destroyed.  As  to  that  I  know 
nothing.  At  any  rate,  he  tauglit  me  how 
to  talk  to  fish. "  ' 
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"How  did  he  die*?"  Milly  ventured  to 
ask. 

'^I'll  bet  anv  amount  tliat  he  dived 
down  to  the  i^ike,"  cried  Tom. 

*' That's  exactly  what  he  did,"  replied 
Billv. 

"The  next  morning,  bright  and  early, 
all  hands  went  with  Billy  to  a  deep, 
clear  pool  of  water  where  the  bass  loved  to 
disport  themselves.  Here  it  was  that 
Billv  elected  to  trv  his  skill.  First  of  all 
he  procured  a  small  curved  twig,  which  he 
cut  out  of  the  middle  of  a  dense  thicket 
(He  had  extreme  difficulty  in  preventing 
Tom  from  intruding  on  his  privacy  dur- 
ing this  operation).  This  he  bent  in  a  very 
peculiar  way  so  that  when  he  placed  it  in 
the  water  and  moved  it  rapidly  to  and  fro 
it  took  on  the  appearance  of  two  bright 
double  eights  of  light.  Suddenly  the  fish 
began  to  congregate.  At  first  they  tried 
madly  to  grasp  the  silver  shadows ;  then, 
all  of  a  sudden,  they  became  strangely 
stagnant.    At  last  they  floated  as  dead  on 
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the  surface  of  the  water.  At  tliis  point 
Billy  began  to  speak,  and  to  the  amaze- 
ment and  wonder  of  all,  a  big  l)ass  came 
slowly  to  the  surface  and  started  to  move 
its  jaws  quite  vigorously  as  though  in  the 
act  of  talking  to  someone. 

Tom  got  down  on  his  hands  and  knees 
and  strained  his  ears,  but  could  hear  no 
sound. 

''Come  in  to  shore!"  exclaimed  Billy 
gently  to  a  large  bass  at  the  same  time 
moving  his  rod  slowly,  and,  sure  enough, 
in  to  shore  the  fish  came. 

' '  Come  to  my  hand ! ' '  was  the  next  com- 
mand, and  to  the  wonder  even  of  Harold 
the  bass  came  slowly  to  Billy's  hand.  Af- 
ter grasping  it  carefully  and  strolving  it 
for  a  few  minutes  he  placed  it  in  the  water 


again. 
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'Now,  be  off,  all  of  you  I"  he  shouted 
briskly,  clapping  his  hands,  and  the  fish 
sped  in  all  directions. 

''Why,  you  mesmerized  the  fish!"  ex- 
claimed Harold. 
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''Did  I"  answered  Billy.  ''Old  Pine- 
branch  didn't  call  it  that !  You  may  call  it 
what  you  please,  but  I  can  talk  to  fish  all 
the  same." 


CHAPTER  IX 

AFTER    staying    around    Sj^arrow 
Lake  for  a  week,  it  was  decided  at 
a  grand  council  held  one  evening 
that  early  the  next  morning  they  should 
bid  adieu  to  their  present  camp-ground 
and  continue  the  journey  dowii-stream. 

Bright  and  early  with  the  first  glint  of 
the  sun,  tents  were  struck,  all  baggage  was 
carefully  joacked  away,  and,  a  half  an  hour 
after  breakfast,  the  campers  were  once 
more  afloat  on  the  beautiful  river  bound 
on  a  ten-mile  trip,  the  estimated  length  of 
their  first  day's  journey.  Ten  miles  may 
seem  but  a  short  distance  to  go  in  one  day, 
but  the  Severn  is  a  river  broken  through- 
out its  entire  course  by  wild  cataracts  and 
many  falls,  some  of  the  former  being  a 
sheer  quarter  mile  in  length,  and,  with  a 
few  minor  exceptions,  quite  impassable  to 
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the  ordinary  canoe.  Moreover,  the  port- 
ages are  very  rough,  and,  as  the  river  is 
seldom  frequented  by  travellers  on  ac- 
count of  the  hardships  involved  in  de- 
scending it,  they  are  not  infrequently  ob- 
structed by  fallen  trees.  The  ten  mile 
stretch  now  entered  upon  comprised 
one  short  and  two  long  portages. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  little  party  did  not 
get  bej^ond  the  second  portage,  and  it  took 
them  tlie  whole  of  the  second  day  to  get 
over  the  third. 

After  leaving  the  beautiful  hay,  where 
they  had  spent  such  a  happy  week,  the 
river  began  to  open  up  before  them  in  a 
series  of  vistas.  The  banks  on  either  side 
were  much  higher  than  any  they  had  yet 
encountered,  and  were  marked  with  far 
more  brilliant  colors.  Tom  was  almost 
beside  himself  with  delight  at  the  surpass- 
ing beauty  of  the  scene,  and  when  a  deer 
swam  across  the  river  about  fifty  yards 
ahead  of  the  party,  and,  clambering  up  the 
bank,  shook  itself  like  a  dog  ere  it  disap- 
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peared  into  the  forest,  his  joy  became  al- 
most incoherent.  It  was  the  real  wilder- 
ness of  his  dreams  at  last ! 

In  about  an  hour  they  came  to  the  first 
portage — a  very  short  one.  The  river,  at 
the  point  at  which  the  party  had  now  ar- 
rived, divided  around  a  small  island,  on 
one  side  of  which  it  plunged  in  a  clear 
green  rush  of  water  for  full  a  hundred 
yards ;  while  on  the  other,  the  portage  side, 
it  formed  a  quiet  bay  which  lay  almost 
parallel  with  the  main  body  of  the  stream, 
mingling,  by  means  of  a  short  cut  through 
the  rock  with  the  river  below  the  rapid. 

After  lifting  the  light  canoes  over  a 
narrow  ridge  of  rock,  Billy  and  Louis 
rowed  back  to  the  head  of  the  long  rapid, 
and,  getting  into  their  own  large  canoe, 
turned  it  into  the  tossing  waves.  To  the 
somewhat  terrified  amateurs  on  shore  it 
seemed  a  frightfully  risky  thing  to  do, 
but  the  old  hunters  knew  their  rapid  well. 
They  had  shot  it  hundreds  of  times,  and 
knew  every  subtle  swirl,  and  every  treacli- 
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erous  back-eddy,  and  every  cross-current 
like  a  book.  For  a  moment  or  moi'e  they 
allowed  themselves  to  drift  along  with  the 
smooth  green  tide.  Presently  the  frail 
craft  began  to  move  more  swiftly.  The 
next  instant,  to  the  surprise  of  the  youth- 
ful onlookers  the  two  men  were  seen  to 
be  wildly  paddling  in  the  midst  of  what 
seemed  a  series  of  insurmountable  waves. 
Now  to  this  side,  now  to  that  shot  the 
canoe,  acting  for  all  the  world  like  a  bird 
among  conflicting  winds.  For  a  dreadful 
moment  the  paddlers  were  all  but  lost  to 
view,  and  the  boys  felt  their  hearts  stand 
still  mth  fright.  It  was  only  for  a  mo- 
ment, however.  Soon  they  re-emerged  out 
of  the  toss  and  turmoil,  and,  under  their 
united  strokes,  the  canoe  with  its  freight 
of  baggage  shot  like  an  arrow  into  the 
clear,  calm  water  beyond.  After  paddling 
a  couple  of  miles  further  down  stream  a 
halt  was  called  at  the  head  of  a  wild  rapid 
known  locally  as  '^McDonald's  Chute". 
Here  they  had  a  light  lunch  and  rested 
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among-  the  trees,  waiting  for  the  mid-day 
smi  to  pass  before  going  ahead. 

'^Are  you  going  to  rmi  the  Cliute?" 
asked  Tom,  as  the  low  suUen  booming  of 
the  water  was  borne  towards  them  by  the 
fitful  wind. 

*'De  hony  man  wat  hever  try  liit  was 
call  McDonald,"  was  Louis'  significant 
reply. 

''How  did  he  like  the  experience  ?"  was 
Tom's  next  question. 

''Well,  YOU  see  ee  never  came  back  to 
tell,"  was  Louis'  quiet  rejoinder. 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  Tom. 

It  took  them  two  hours  to  get  the  canoes 
and  baggage  over  the  rugged  portage  at 
which  they  had  now  arrived,  and,  as  Har- 
old began  to  show  signs  of  fatigue,  it  was 
unanimously  voted  to  camp  at  the  lower 
end  of  the  Chute,  and  leave  The  Ragged 
(significant  name !)  for  the  follomng  day. 
As  it  was  only  about  three  o'clock  there 
was  plenty  of  time  to  try  luck  fishing,  and 
soon  all  hands  were  busily  engaged  whip- 
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ping  the  swirling  eddies  at  the  foot  of  the 
cataract.  So  large  were  the  bass,  and  so 
exciting  the  w^ork  of  landing  them  that 
Tom,  who,  tiring  of  the  sport  early  in  the 
game  had  clambered  up  some  rocks,  was 
not  missed.  Suddenly  the  busy  sportsmen 
were  startled  by  hearing  a  most  frightful 
screech,  and  a  moment  afterwards  some- 
thing remarkably  like  a  bundle  of  clothes 
bomided  like  a  cannon-ball  down  the  sides 
of  the  steep,  rocky  bank,  crashed  through 
a  lot  of  young  alder  shrubs,  and  landed 
with  a  mighty  splash  in  the  river.  It  was 
Master  Tom !  In  less  time  than  it  takes  to 
tell  Harold  was  paddling  the  nearest 
canoe  towards  the  struggling  boy.  The 
moment  the  canoe  got  close  enough  he 
reached  out  and  grabbed  him  by  the  neck, 
and,  in  a  few  seconds,  both  were  on  shore. 
No  sooner  did  Tom  get  the  water  fairly 
out  of  his  mouth  than  he  exclaimed: 
''You  had  better  all  get  into  the  canoes! 
There  is  a  bear  this  time,  and,  by  George ! 
he  almost  had  me!" 

(6) 
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''Where  did  you  see  it?"  asked  Billy 
excitedly,  the  fever  to  kill  mounting  to  his 
brain. 

''Just  above  you,"  replied  Tom  point- 
ing in  the  direction  from  which  he  had  so 
unceremoniously  come. 

It  was  but  the  work  of  a  minute  for 
Billy  to  seize  and  load  his  rifle,  in  which 
proceeding  he  was  quickly  followed  by 
Louis,  and,  in  a  trice,  both  men  were  steal- 
ing cautiously  up  the  side  of  the  cliff. 

The  little  party  below,  crowded  into  the 
smallest  canoe,  stood  off  a  few  yards  from 
shore  and  breathlessly  awaited  results. 
They  could  plainl}^  hear  the  heavy  crash- 
ing as  of  some  large  animal  and  the  excited 
shouts  of  the  two  hunters  far  above  them, 
but  could  see  nothing. 

"Look!  Look!"  cried  Tom  excitedly. 
' '  There  is  Louis  running !  I  do  so  hope  the 
bear  won't  get  him!" 

"And  there  is  the  bear!  See,  it  is  fol- 
lowing him !   Oh,  how  fast  it  runs !  What 
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shall  we  do  ?"  cried  poor  Milly  ringing  her 
hands  in  terror. 

''Ah,  I  thought  so,"  exclaimed  Harold, 
who  throughout  had  betrayed  not  the 
slightest  fear. 

''What?"  asked  Milly  and  Tom  in  one 
Ijreath. 

"He  is  getting  ready  to  fire,"  answered 
Harold. 

Scarcely  were  the  words  out  of  his 
mouth  than, ' 'Bang !  Bang ! ' '  rang  out  the 
Winchesters  of  the  two  guides,  followed 
by  an  Indian  yell  that  woke  the  echoes  of 
the  bay  in  every  direction.  ' '  Bang ! ' '  again 
and  then  silence. 

"Oh,  he  is  killed!  I  am  sure  he  is 
killed!"  sobbed  Milly. 

"No  he  isn't!"  shouted  Tom  exultantly 
as  Louis  emerged  into  view  once  more. 
' '  He  has  killed  the  bear !    Hurrah ! ' ' 

In  a  few  minutes  Billy  came  down  the 
sides  of  the  rocky  ])luff-  dragging  after 
him  a  young  cub,  which,  to  judge  from  the 
manner  in  which  it  fought  and  snarled  at 
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every  step,  was  very  reluctant  indeed  to 
follow.  Presently  Louis  appeared  with 
another,  and  then,  for  the  space  of  ten 
minutes  or  more,  there  was  great  jubila- 
tion. Milly  went  into  raptures  over  the 
young  brums,  and  when  Billy  suggested 
having  one  of  them  for  supper  almost 
snapped  his  face  off. 

**Kill  one  for  supper,  indeed !  You  shall 
do  nothing  of  the  sort !  We  shall  take  them 
with  us  to  Kingston ! ' '  she  cried. 

It  was  in  vain  for  Harold  to  try  and  rea- 
son his  sister  out  of  what  he  was  pleased 
to  call  '4ier  absurd  notion '^  Backed  up 
by  Tom  she  persisted,  and  at  last  carried 
her  point.  But  it  is  time  that  we  should 
go  back  a  little. 


CHAPTER  X 

WHEN  Tom  had  succeeded  in  his 
attempt  to  scale  the  top  of  the 
rocky  bluff  he  felt  very  much 
elated  indeed.  From  the  height  where  he 
stood  the  outlook  over  the  bay  was  en- 
trancing. He  could  plainly  see  the  open- 
ing through  which  the  full  tide  of  the  river 
swept  forward  in  one  grand  irresistible 
flood;  and,  now  and  again,  he  was  able  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  The  Ragged  itself  as  it 
tossed  up  white  arms  of  foam  high  into 
the  clear  air.  The  ground  under  his  feet 
was  covered  with  thousands  of  delicious 
strawberries,  and,  better  still,  a  number  of 
choice  white  birches  stood  waiting  to  be 
stripped.  So  anxious  was  Tom  to  get  a 
goodly  supply  of  birch-bark  to  send  to 
some  of  his  chums,  and  so  give  them  a 
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vivid  idea  of  the  fun  lie  was  having,  that 
he  quite  neglected  the  luscious  berries  at 
his  feet.  While  engaged  in  the  operation 
of  stripping  bark  he  became  dimly  con- 
scious of  a  soft  ru])bing  against  the  back 
of  his  leg.  Thinking  that  it  was  nothing 
but  the  interference  of  some  ferns  or 
brushwood  he  at  first  paid  no  great  atten- 
tion to  it.  The  next  instant,  however,  he 
was  made  conscious  that  the  rubbing  did 
not  come  from  anything  of  the  kind,  for 
when  it  began  again  it  ended  with  a  vicious 
scratch  that  caused  him  to  yell  outright. 
The  moment  he  turned  all  his  anger  van- 
ished. At  his  feet,  playing  with  them  as 
a  kitten  plays  with  a  ball  of  yarn,  were 
two  of  the  cunningest  little  animals  he  had 
ever  seen,  with  the  brightest  eyes  and  the 
sharpest  noses  imaginable.  Never  having 
seen  a  cub  before  in  his  life,  Tom  took 
them  for  some  kind  of  a  hairy  pig  peculiar 
to  the  country,  and,  boy-like,  he  at  once 
started  to  play  with  them ;  now  rmming  a 
few  yards  away,  then  suddenly  tripping 
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tliem  up,  in  order  to  see  tliem  tumble  over 
and  over  again.  Their  actions  were  at 
once  so  clumsy  and  so  agile  that  Tom 
laughed  till  the  tears  ran  down  his  cheeks 
beholding  them.  It  was  really  great  sport 
to  all  concerned,  and  soon  the  fun  waxed 
fast  and  furious.  There  is  no  telling  how 
long  it  would  have  kept  up  had  not  a  loud 
and  ominous  growling  from  the  right  of  a 
thick  bush  suddenly  put  a  stop  to  it.  In- 
stantly one  of  the  cubs  scuttled  out  of 
sight,  while  the  other  stood  reluctant,  im- 
decided  whether  to  go  after  its  brother  or 
stay  for  the  fun.  Tom,  most  unwisely,  de- 
cided the  matter  for  it  by  suddenly  grasp- 
ing it  in  his  arms,  his  intention  being  to 
spring  a  surprise  on  Milly.  But  he  had 
hardly  got  a  safe  grip  of  it  when  his  ears 
w^ere  saluted  by  a  low,  deep,  terrifying 
growl,  and,  the  next  instant,  a  great  black 
bear  broke  from  the  thicket,  and  made 
rapidly  for  the  now  thoroughly  panic- 
stricken  boj^  Tom's  hair  literally  stood 
on  end  on  beholding  the  brute,  and  when 
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lie  was  fain  to  call  for  assistance  his 
tongue  seemed  as  though  glued  to  the  roof 
of  his  mouth.  Being  a  plucky  little  fellow 
and  exceedingly  agile  he  at  once  bounded 
behind  a  huge  rock.  In  an  instant  there- 
after he  heard  the  bear  pattering  swiftly 
behind  him.  Next  he  bounded  away  from 
the  rock,  and  took  shelter  behind  a  friend- 
ly birch-tree.  But  the  bear  was  quite  as 
quick,  and  almost  succeeded  in  catching 
him.  Here  and  there  now  ran  the  terrified 
boy,  but  with  every  double  the  bear 
doubled  too.  To  add  to  the  danger  of  the 
situation  one  of  the  cubs  ran  out  after 
Tom,  and  started  to  play  with  him.  The 
wrath  of  the  mother-bear  was  now  fright- 
ful to  behold,  and  for  the  hundredth  part 
of  a  second,  Tom  despaired.  The  tree  to 
which,  panting  and  out  of  breath,  he  had 
now  come  was  on  the  very  edge  of  the 
cliff.  The  bear,  thinking,  no  doubt,  in  its 
blind  instinctive  way,  that  the  intruder 
was  wholly  in  its  power  rose  slowly  on  its 
haunches  and  extended  its  vast  arms  to 
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TOM  AT  ONCE  BOUNDED  BEHIND  A  HUGE  ROCK. 
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seize  and  crush  the  life  out  of  its  enemy. 
But  never  for  an  instant  did  Tom  lose  his 
presence  of  mind  and  before  the  monster 
could  accomplish  his  purpose,  with  a  wild 
yell,  he  leaped  over  the  cliff,  shot  like  a 
stone  through  vines  and  trees  innumerable 
and  landed  at  last  in  the  river  itself,  where 
he  was  fished  out  as  we  have  seen  by 
Harold. 

^  '■  How  did  you  manage  to  kill  the  bear  "l ' ' 
asked  Tom,  now  quite  recovered  from  his 
fright,  and  if  the  truth  must  be  told, 
secretly  glad  that  things  had  happened  as 
they  did."  Did  you  have  much  trouble?" 

' ' Oh,  tell  us  all  about  it  ?  I'm  just  dying 
to  hear ! ' '  exclaimed  Milly. 

^'Well,  you  see,"  began  Billy  *'I  went 
one  way  and  Louis  went  the  other.  Pre- 
sently we  saw  one  of  the  cubs,  and  know- 
ing from  long  experience  that  the  mother 
could  not  be  far  away,  we  determined  to 
attract  her  attention.  As  the  best  and 
easiest  way  of  effecting  this  we  headed  off 
the  cub,  caught  it,  and  made  it  growl  by 
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pinching  its  tail.  Almost  before  you  could 
count  ten  the  mother-bear  leaped  out  of 
bush  furious  with  anger.  Instantly  Louis 
picked  up  the  other  cub,  and  by  doing  this, 
of  course,  distracted  her  not  a  little.  It 
did  not  take  her  long  to  decide  that  Louis 
was  the  one  to  attack  first.  The  moment 
she  did  so  he  dropped  the  cub  in  front  of 
him  and  fired.  The  bullet  struck  her  in 
the  shoulder  but  did  not  kill,  and  then, 
fearful  that  she  might  succeed  in  injuring 
him  before  he  could  manage  to  dispatch 
her,  I  fired  twice.  When  we  came  to  ex- 
amine her  she  was  quite  dead." 

*'Wliat  do  you  intend  to  do  with  the 
body?"  asked  Harold.  "Take  what  we 
want  and  leave  the  rest  to  the  Indians ! ' ' 
was  the  answer. 

"I  didn't  know  that  there  were  any 
Indians  around  here  I"  exclaimed  Tom 
^ '  Are  they  fierce  ?  Shouldn  't  we  start  and 
build  a  fort?"  he  went  on  anxiously. 

''They  are  the  fiercest  tribe  of  Indians 
I  know  anything  about  at  meal  times,"  re- 
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plied  Billy  good-naturedly.  ''The  fact  is 
they  are  always  hungry,  and  will  be  glad 
enough  to  get  a  piece  of  bear." 

That  night  the  party  camped  on  a  lovely 
little  island  in  the  midst  of  the  portage 
bay,  as  Milly  could  not  be  persuaded  to 
stay  near  the  scene  of  the  encounter  with 
the  bear  after  the  sun  went  down.  A  great 
roaring  fire  was  built,  and  a  delicious  sup- 
per of  bass  and  bear  enjoyed  by  all.  The 
screaming  of  a  wild  cat  in  the  distance 
gave  a  weird  feeling  of  terror  to  the  young 
campers  that  they  had  never  experienced 
before,  but,  reassured  by  Billy,  they 
turned  in  at  last  after  a  busy  and  eventful 
day. 


CHAPTER  XI 

NEXT  morning  at  simrise  all  hands 
were   astir,   and   after   a  hearty 
breakfast  the  canoes  shot  forth, 
the  paddles  keeping  time  to  the  music  of  a 
French-Canadian  chanson,  which  Louis 
bawled  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 

The  Ragged,  as  it  is  well  called,  is  the 
most  dangerous  rapid  on  the  Severn 
River.  It  is  about  half  a  mile  in  length, 
and  twists  and  turns  in  every  direction. 
The  landing-place  above  the  first  great 
plunge  is  particularly  dangerous,  because 
the  swift  water  begins  immediately  be- 
vond  it.  It  consists  of  a  narrow  ridge  of 
rock,  which  runs  out  into  the  main  stream 
about  six  feet  forming  a  small  space  of 
comparatively  calm  Avater.  Louis  with  all 
a  half-breed 's  caution  allowed  himself  to 

80 


THE  AVILDERNESS  CAMPERS  81 

take  no  risk,  and  soon  the  baggage  was  all 
safely  piled  up  on  the  rock  and  the  canoes 
drawn  up  on  shore.  It  had  been  arranged 
that  Billy  was  to  go  first  over  the  portage 
Avith  a  small  load  and  pilot  the  others, 
Louis  remaining  behind  to  keep  watch 
over  the  baggage. 

''Back  in  an  hour  and  a  half,"  sang  out 
Billy  to  his  friend  and  partner  as  he  led 
the  way  the  rest  following. 

The  very  start  was  difficult.  First  they 
had  to  climb  a  large  granite  rock  the  sur- 
face of  which  had  been  worn  smooth  by 
the  slipping  of  countless  moccasins;  for 
this  very  portage-path  was  part  of  the 
Indian  trail  which  in  the  old  days  had  led 
from  Lake  Ontario  to  the  lower  end  of  the 
Georgian  Bay.  All  this  and  much  more 
Billy  explained  as  they  trudged  along,  and 
it  heightened  the  interest  very  much. 
After  reaching  the  top  of  the  rock  and 
catching  a  glorious  view  of  the  river  as  it 
tossed  between  its  rocky  walls,  a  rapid 
descent  was  made  into  a  dark  ravine  the 
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sides  of  which  were  thickly  overgrown 
with  wild  vines  and  gigantic  bracken. 
Here  the  journey  was  most  toilsome,  and 
all  were  glad  when  Billy  laid  down  his 
burden  and  called  a  halt  before  a  giant 
pine  tree  which  had  evidently  been  blown 
down  sometime  during  the  past  winter. 

''What  are  we  to  do  nowT'  asked 
Harold  as  they  stood  surveying  the  mon- 
ster. 

''Chop  away  some  of  the  lower  branches 
and  crawl  through,"  was  the  brisk  reply 
of  Billy,  at  the  same  time  suiting  action 
to  word. 

In  about  fifteen  minutes  a  passage  was 
cleared,  and  through  to  sunlight  on  the 
other  side  went  the  merr}^  party  with 
many  a  laugh  and  joke.  The  path  now 
ascended  again,  and  it  was  quite  clear  and 
broad.  Tom  rushed  madly  ahead,  split- 
ting the  air  with  what  sounded  like  a  series 
of  genuine  Indian  yells.  Away  flew  the  ac- 
tive-limbed boy  rejoicing  in  his  freedom. 
Presently  he  began  to  feel  a  little  tired, 
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and  forthwith  decided  that  he  would  sit 
down  on  a  stump  to  rest.  He  had  no  man- 
ner of  doubt  that  in  a  little  while  the  rest 
of  the  party  would  loom  in  sight  through 
the  bush.  It  did  not  disturb  him  in  the 
least  that  they  did  not  immediately  ap- 
pear. ' '  Of  course,  they  will  be  along  in  a 
minute  or  two,"  he  said  to  himself,  and, 
without  more  ado  started  to  whittle  a  boat 
out  of  a  convenient  piece  of  punk.  This 
occupied  him  longer  than  he  thought  for, 
but  in  time  he  had  it  finished  to  his  own 
satisfaction.  Still  no  sign  of  the  rest  of 
the  party!  Then  and  not  till  then  did  it 
occur  to  Tom  that  he  must  have  got  off 
the  trail.  Just  as  he  was  about  to  retrace 
his  steps  the  underbrush  cracked  and  the 
sound  of  footsteps  came  nearer  and  near- 
er. Presently  he  caught  sight  of  someone 
walking  in  the  forest-distance,  and  at  once 
called  out  ^' Hello  Billy!"  Receiving  no 
immediate  answer  he  continued,  "Am  I  on 
the  right  trail?  What  kept  you  fellows 
so  long?" 

(7) 
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Instantly  the  individual  addressed 
turned  in  Tom's  direction,  and  presently 
the  strangest  apparition  of  a  man  came 
into  full  view.  He  had  an  old  muzzle-load- 
ing gun  slung  across  his  back,  and  carried 
a  rifle  in  his  hand.  His  hats,  for  he  had 
two,  gave  him  the  appearance  of  a  Jew- 
peddler;  while  in  every  other  respect,  he 
looked  like  a  trapper  long  out  of  employ- 
ment. His  face  was  covered  almost  to  the 
eyes  with  a  full  bushy  beard,  and  his  eyes, 
of  the  palest  imaginable  blue,  were  pos- 
sessed of  a  vacant,  mild  expression  that 
told  its  own  pathetic  story.  In  his  left 
hand  he  carried  a  couple  of  freshly  killed 
squirrels.  He  was  so  evidently  harmless 
that  Tom  did  not  even  shift  his  position. 

' '  Good-day  I  Fine  day,  eh  ?  Ragged  on 
the  jump,  I  tell  you!"  he  continued,  as 
the  low,  sullen  boom  of  the  rapid  smote 
through  the  trees.  ' ' My,  isn 't  it  mad !  Say 
did  you  ever  shoot  the  Ragged'?"  was  the 
next  startling  enquiry. 
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''No,"  answered  Tom,  beginning  to  feel 
just  a  little  bit  uneasy. 

*'I  did,"  answered  the  apparition 
laughing  quite  heartily  as  though  it  were 
a  good  joke. 

''You  did!"  was  all  Tom  could  find 
breath  to  utter. 

"Yes,  there  were  five  of  us.  Let 
me  see! — Were  there  five  of  us?" 
Evidently  the  strain  on  memory  was  too 
much,  for,  instead  of  going  on  with  the 
train  of  thought  which  he  had  evoked,  he 
passed  his  hand  wearily  over  his  brow, 
and  then  sat  down  and  started  to  cry.  He 
seemed  to  recover  in  a  few  seconds,  how- 
ever, and  straightway  set  about  the  task 
of  skinning  one  of  the  squirrels,  which  he 
did  most  dexterously.  In  a  few  minutes 
he  had  a  fire  going,  and  after  broiling  the 
small  carcass  for  a  few  minutes,  he  de- 
voured it  at  a  bite.  The  taste  of  the  meat 
seemed  to  transform  him,  and  he  started 
to  walk  up  and  down  in  a  very  rapid  man- 
ner. 
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''Say,"  asked  Tom  at  length,  ''is  this 
the  portage-trail  ?  " 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  No,  this  is  the  Ragged 
Trail!  See,"  he  exclaimed,  as  he  parted 
the  bush  and  walked  a  few  steps  to  the  top 
of  a  small  rock.  Tom  went  and  looked 
over.  He  was  sorry  afterwards  that  he 
had  done  so.  Far  below  him  like  a  writh- 
ing snake  of  foam  boiled  the  river.  Just 
at  his  feet,  in  a  curiously  shaped  natural 
well  it  formed  a  terrible  whirlpool,  and  in 
this  rocky  cauldron  it  twisted  and  tossed 
in  a  manner  awful  to  behold.  Suddenly, 
as  he  was  in  the  act  of  looking  at  it, 
fascinated  by  the  terrible  rush  of  water, 
the  strange  man  who  had  brought  him 
face  to  face  with  the  frightful  spectacle 
placed  a  heavy  hand  upon  his  shoulder 
and  grasped  him  with  a  grip  of  steel.  With 
the  act  the  aspect  of  the  man  changed ;  his 
mild  eyes  filled  with  a  sudden  rage,  his 
hat  fell  oft'  his  head  and  fell  into  the  bush 
unheeded,  his  great  locks  fell  over  his 
broad  shoulders.    He  clenched  his  fist  at 
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some  imaginary  adversary  and  screamed 
defiance.  A  volley  of  the  most  frightful 
oaths  that  ever  fell  from  mortal  lips  were 
hurled  at  the  mad  insensate  waters.  In 
his  rage  he  stamped  his  mocassined  foot 
on  the  hard  bare  rock.  Before  Tom  could 
utter  a  word  of  protest  he  was  seized  by 
the  madman  and  held  over  the  boiling 
flood.  Meantime  the  volley  of  oaths,  of 
imprecations,  of  taunts  went  on  with  re- 
doubled fury.  The  ceaseless  roar  of  the 
waters  seemed  to  madden  the  man  beyond 
all  endurance.  He  became  transformed 
into  the  image  of  a  fiend.  For  a  few 
moments  he  held  Tom  sheer  over  the 
raging  waters,  calling  upon  the  river  to 
leap  up  and  take  him  from  his  grasp. 
Finally  he  withdrew  him  and  hugged  him 
to  his  bosom,  sobbing  and  moaning  over 
him  as  though  his  heart  would  break.  He 
kept  this  up  for  a  few  minutes  more,  then 
with  a  leap,  he  bore  him  back  to  the  trail, 
patting  him  as  though  he  were  an  infant 
in  arms,  and  using  all  sorts  of  endearing 
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epithets.  As  soon  as  he  liad  arrived  at 
the  point  from  which  they  had  started  he 
dropped  the  boy  to  the  ground,  and  start- 
ed around  in  a  dazed,  helpless  way  as 
though  conscious  that  he  had  lost  some- 
thing. Evidently  the  experience  of  the 
last  few  minutes  had  entirely  disappeared 
from  his  mind. 

*' Good-morning ! "  he  exclaimed  on  see- 
ing Tom,  as  though  for  the  first  time. 
''Did  you  see  a  hat  anywhere  about,  sir? 
I  seem  to  have  lost  mine ! ' ' 

"Yes,  indeed  I  did,"  answered  Tom 
briskly.  "You  will  find  it  over  by  yonder 
rock ! ' '  And  with  that  Master  Tom  bound- 
ed off  like  a  deer. 

"Thank  you  sir,"  replied  the  lunatic 
with  a  grave  bow,  gazing  after  the  fleeing 
boy  in  genuine  surprise. 

Tom  did  not  wait  for  any  further  de- 
velopments, but  rushed  blindly  on.  At  last 
the  appearance  of  things  began  to  grow 
familiar,  and  presently  a  shout  as  from 
the  near  distance  smote  his  ear.    He  very 
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quickly  answered,  and  in  a  very  few  min- 
utes the  main  party  appeared. 

Thinking  that  he  had  gone  straight 
ahead  the  others  had  paid  no  attention  at 
first  to  his  absence.  After  a  while  begin- 
ning to  grow  alarmed  they  had  retraced 
their  steps  to  the  fallen  pine  tree,  shout- 
ing all  the  while.  At  last  they  were  re- 
warded by  heaving  an  answering  shout, 
and  a  moment  afterwards  came  upon  the 
boy  puffed  and  blown,  and  bleeding  about 
the  hands  and  laiees  from  contact  with 
the  wild  raspberry  vines. 

Then  Tom  told  his  story,  told  it  with 
such  warmth,  with  so  many  sobs  and 
hysterical  embellishments  that  all  were 
convinced  of  its  truth. 

"It  is  Mad  Christie!"  exclaimed  Billy. 
*'He   has   escaped   from   the   asylum   at 

O again.    Wait  here  for  a  moment  I 

I'll  fix  things.  He  would  go  back  if  t 
were  to  tell  him  to  even  though  he  were 
two  hmidred  miles  away  instead  of  fifty. ' ' 

The  little  party  did  as  they  were  told, 
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looking  at  each  other  meanwhile  in 
breathless  astonishment.  Presently  Billy 
returned  leading  Mad  Christie  by  the 
hand  as  though  he  were  a  child. 

"Christie,"  he  began,  "when  did  you 
leave  0 V 

"About  a  month  ago,"  was  the  answer, 
given  in  a  strange,  far-away  voice. 

"Where  did  you  get  the  canoe  in  w^hicli 
you  came  so  far?"  was  the  next  enquiry. 

"I  stole  it  from  Jackson  at  the  Bridge," 
the  lunatic  replied  gently. 

"I  thought  so !    Where  is  it  now?" 

"At  the  upper  end  of  the  trail ! ' ' 

"AVell,  Christie,  you  know  that  you  and 

1  have  always  been  good  friends  continued 
Billy,  "Now^,  I  want  you  to  take  a  note 
to  the  storekeeper  at  Severn-Bridge,  will 
you?" 

"Yes  sir,"  was  the  answer  quickh' 
and  quietly  given.  In  a  few  minutes  Billy 
scribbled  a  note  to  the  magistrate  at 
Severn-Bridge  explaining  everything  in 
connection  with  the  poor  wanderer,  after 
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which  he  went  with  him  to  where  the  canoe 
lay  secreted,  put  in  a  few  necessary  sup- 
plies and  bade  him  adieu. 

''Will  he  really  go  back  to  Severn- 
Bridge'?"  asked  Harold  anxiously. 

"As  the  crow  flies,"  was  all  Billy 
vouchsafed  by  way  of  a  reply. 

"I  think  that  j^ou  can  hypnotize," 
ventured  Harold. 

"I  can  make  Christie  do  whatever  I 
have  a  mind  to,  if  that's  what  you  mean!" 
said  Billy. 

It  took  them  till  five  o'clock  to  get 
everything  over  the  rough  portage-trail, 
and  they  were  very  tired  indeed  when  the 
last  weary  load  w^as  safely  deposited  at  the 
lower  end  of  the  path  and  the  tents 
erected. 

The  spot  they  had  chosen  for  the  night 
was  wild  and  picturesque  to  a  degree. 
Great  grey  masses  of  gneiss  towered  up 
hundreds  of  feet  into  the  air,  while  scarce 
a  yard  away.  'The  Ragged'  emptied  itself 
into  the  bay  in  one  great  rush  of  clear, 
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green  water,  on  which  wreaths  of  snowy 
foam  floated  like  a  covering  of  whitest 
•  lace.  As  the  river  boomed  and  thundered 
through  the  narrow  canyon  between 
reverberating  walls,  the  noise  varying 
with  every  puff  of  wind,  it  sounded  as 
though  some  vast  organ  were  being  played 
far  under  the  earth. 


CHAPTER  XII 

THEY  celebrated  the  passage  of  the 
Ragged  portage  by  opening  a  can 
of  plum  pudding  and  sampling 
various  other  dainties.  The  cubs  would 
have  nothing  to  do  with  these  civilized 
luxuries  preferring  freshly  picked  berries 
and  diluted  milk.  Fortunately  they  had 
a  large  supply  of  the  latter  commodity, 
and  Milly  never  wearied  in  the  work  of 
picking  berries  for  them. 

In  order  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure 
they  put  collars  on  the  cubs  the  first  night 
and  tied  them  securely  to  a  young  sapling, 
giving  them  plenty  of  rope.  The  pre- 
caution proved  to  be  wholly  unnecessary, 
however,  for,  in  a  few  minutes  after  eat- 
ing, the  cubs  rolled  themselves  up  like 
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little  puppies  and  went  to  sleep  straight- 
way. 

As  the  party  lay  stretched  in  various 
attitudes  of  comfort  around  the  campfire, 
the  leaping  light  of  which  revealed 
stretches  of  massive  rock  high  up  on 
either  side,  Tom  suddenly  asked  Billy  to 
give  them  the  history  of  Mad  Christie. 

*'NoI  No!"  suddenly  exclaimed  Louis. 

*'But  Louis,  we  are  all  dying  to  hear," 
broke  in  Milly. 

"Oh,  I  say,  let's  hear  it,"  chimed  in 
Harold. 

*'So  long!  I  be  back  in  hower,"  was  all 
Louis  said  as  he  lit  his  pipe  and  with 
a  shrug  sauntered  off. 

''Louis  can't  bear  to  hear  the  story," 
explained  Billy.  "Lideed,  I'm  not  sure 
that  I  should  tell  it  to  you.  It  is  very  sad. ' ' 

''You  might  as  well.  You  wont  get  any 
peace  till  you  do, ' '  said  Tom  defiantly. 

Thus  urged  Billy  began  the  story  of 
Mad  Christie.    ' '  Twenty  years  ago  David 
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Christie  was  the  trusted  manager  of  one 
of  the  largest  lumber  concerns  at  that 
time  doing  business  in  the  lower  waters  of 
the  Severn.  He  was  of  Scottish  extrac- 
tion, a  man  of  sterling  integrity  and  uni- 
versally beloved  by  all  who  came  in  con- 
tact with  him.  Plis  wife — a  sweet,  win- 
some woman — helped  him  in  the  manage- 
ment of  the  large  camp,  and  his  children — 
two  sturdy  boys,  and  a  girl  who  was  the 
joy  and  delight  of  her  father's  heart — 
were  useful  in  various  ways  during  the 
summer  months,  and  cheerful  company  at 
all  times.  You  might  have  travelled  from 
one  end  of  the  Georgian  Bay  to  the  other 
and  not  have  struck  a  happier  family 
than  that  belonging  to  David  Christie." 

*'As  the  woods  on  the  upper  portion  of 
the  river  fell  before  the  ruthless  axe  of  the 
woodman,  the  camp  was  shifted  farther 
and  farther  down  stream,  until  at  length 
it  was  pitched  just  at  the  upper  end  of 
the  trail  on  which  we  are  at  the  present 
moment  camped.    Perhaps  you  may  have 
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noticed  the  ruins  of  the  old  shanties  as 
you  came  through  this  morning?" 

"Yes,  I  noticed  them!"  exclaimed 
Harold. 

*'For  a  time  all  went  well,  and,  if  a 
great  calamity  had  not  happened  David 
Christie  might  have  been  a  happy  and 
prosperous  man  at  this  very  hour.  But 
there  seems  to  be  a  strange  fate  in  the 
world  in  the  case  of  some  men  as  I  have 
often  observed,  though  doubtless  God 
must  order  all  things  right  in  the  end.  One 
bright  afternoon,  there  being  but  little 
doing  in  the  camp,  Mrs.  Christie  and  her 
children  got  into  the  canoe  and  started  to 
paddle  around  the  shore  of  the  bay  over 
which  we  came  this  morning.  Christie 
himself  was  engaged  in  fishing  about  one 
hundred  yards  from  the  head  of  the  fall, 
and  here  and  there  a  shanty-man  might  be 
seen  breaking  saplings  on  the  shore  or 
spiking  logs  on  the  upper  surface  of  the 
bay.  Just  exactly  how  it  all  happened 
nobody  was  ever  afterwards  able  to  tell. 
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It  is  supposed,  however,  that  the  boys, 
who  were  always  somewhat  daring  in 
temperament,  in  a  rash  moment,  ap- 
proached too  near  the  head  of  the  rapid. 
The  truth  will  never  be  known.  All  that 
is  certain  is  that  the  frail  craft  with  its 
precious  cargo  of  human  freight  was 
sucked  over  the  awful  brink  of  the  fall. 
Just  as  the  canoe  took  the  leap  Mrs. 
Christie  was  seen  to  grasp  her  terrified 
children  in  her  arms  and  leap  with  them 
over  the  edge  into  the  boiling  surge.  They 
were  instantly  swept  out  of  sight. ' ' 

''The  moment  Christie  heard  the  wild 
scream  of  his  wife  he  leapt  into  his  canoe, 
and  though  it  seemed  like  certain  death, 
plied  his  paddle  with  the  desperation  of 
a  madman  in  pursuit  of  his  loved  ones. 
The  affrighted  shanty-men  saw  him  bat- 
tling like  a  hero  in  the  mad  waste  of 
waters ;  then  a  projecting  shoulder  of  rock 
hid  him  for  a  moment  from  view  and  they 
gave  him  up  for  lost.  By  some  miraculous 
fate  he  passed  in  safety  the  awful  ''Hell's 
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Cauldron",  as  it  is  called,  shot  the  Six 
Foot  Fall  (at  the  base  of  which  his  canoe 
upset)  and  was  carried  along  by  his  craft 
(which,  by  some  strange  instinct  he  held 
to  in  his  mad  delirium)  to  the  calm  water 
beyond.  Here  by  some  good  (or 
was  it  ill  fortune?)  he  was  found, 
all  torn  and  bleeding,  his  hair  as 
white  as  the  driven  snow,  his  mind 
the  mind  of  a  helpless  imbecile.  Kind 
friends  took  him  in  charge,  and  for 
years  now  he  has  been  an  inmate  of  the 

asylum  at  O .    It  is  hard,  however,  to 

keep  him  confined.  Periodically  he  man- 
ages to  escape  (not  through  the  possession 
of  any  cunning,  but  from  the  utter  lack  of 
it)  and  always  he  w^anders,  no  man  knows 
how,  to  this  wild  and  lonely  place,  the 
scene  of  his  greatest  joy  and  his  deepest 
sorrow.  At  such  times  he  will  stand  on  the 
rock,  where  he  stood  to-day  Avith  Master 
Tom,  hour  after  hour  alone,  cursing  the 
cruel  river,  which,  in  an  instant,  snatched 
his  joy  from  him — stand  cursing  it  till  he 
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falls  from  sheer  exhaustion.  Without 
doubt  he  took  Master  Tom  for  one  of  his 
lost  children  to-day  in  his  temporary 
delirium ;  and  his  wild  and  erratic  actions 
in  holding  him  forth  to  the  river  as  he  did 
and  withdrawing  him  again,  only  goes  to 
show  the  pitiable  source  of  his  weakness 
and  the  sublime  continuance  of  his  love." 

After  Billy  had  finished  his  story  the 
members  of  the  little  party  were  glad  to 
hear  the  deep,  resonant  voice  of  Louis 
sounding  through  the  woods.  He  was 
trolling  an  old  chanson: — 

"Alouette,  gentille  alouette! 
Alouette  je  te  plumerai!" 

Soon  all  took  up  the  refrain,  and  for 
another  hour  song  followed  song  in  raj^id 
succession.  The  charms  of  singing  be- 
ginning to  pall  in  a  little  while  all  turned 
in,  and  soon  nothing  was  visible  but  the 
red  glow  of  the  camp-fire,  the  peacefully 
sleeping  cubs  and  the  white  walls  of  the 
tent  which  gleamed  conspicuous  in  the 
dark-green  forest  loneliness. 

(8) 


CHAPTER  XIII 

THE  next  morning  a  bright  sun  and 
dancing  water,  together  with  the 
invigorating  air,  drove  away  all 
gloomy  thoughts,  and  after  lazily  partak- 
ing of  a  most  substantial  breakfast — to 
the  keen  enjoyment  of  which  a  prelimin- 
ary feast  of  strawberries,  plucked  with  the 
dew  on  them,  added  not  a  little — prepara- 
tions were  at  once  entered  upon  with  a 
view  to  the  trip  down-stream.  The  wind 
was  blowing  out  of  a  clear  blue  sky,  and 
this  enabled  them  to  hoist  sail  and 
rush  forward  with  lightning  speed. 
Twenty  miles  away,  at  the  foot  of  a  small 
rapid  called  the  Flat-Rock,  there  was  an 
almost  ideal  camping  ground,  and  thither 
they  were  now  bound.  The  present  in- 
tention was  to  camp  somewhere  near  the 
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mouth  of  the  river  till  word  should  be  re- 
ceived from  the  doctor. 

''Dis  wind  keep  hup  we  ave  dimier  in 
camp,"  remarked  Louis. 

' '  Jolly ! ' '  shouted  Tom.  ' '  We  shall  have 
the  whole  afternoon  in  which  to  explore 
for  silver." 

''No  silver  'ere,"  said  Louis  dryly. 

''Where  is  it  then?"  asked  Tom,  not 
to  be  thrown  off  the  subject  thus  lightly. 

"Oh,  der's  lots  round  de  nort  shore," 
was  the  half-breed 's  reply. 

"How  far  is  that  from  here'?"  was  the 
next  question. 

"Not  ver  far,"  replied  Louis  with  a 
twinkle  in  his  eye.  "Bout  tousan  mile  I 
guess." 

"Pshaw,"  snarled  Tom.  "Just  my 
beastly  luck. ' ' 

"Lots  of  moose  round  here,  Tom,"  re- 
marked Billy. 

"Moose !  Hurrah !  Won't  I  make  the  fel- 
lows at  school  green  with  envy  when  I 
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send  home  a  head!"  shouted  Tom  now 
again  revived. 

'^Yes,  Tom,  there  are  lots  of  moose 
aromid  here,  as  I  have  just  remarked,  but 
unfortunately  for  your  plans  they  are 
protected  for  the  next  ten  years, ' '  was  the 
crushing  rejoinder. 

After  that  Tom  collapsed,  and  re- 
mained silent  for  an  hour  or  more. 

They  had  already  made  a  good  ten 
miles,  and  Louis'  prediction  seemed  likely 
to  be  fulfilled  when  the  wind  suddenly 
changed,  and  a  little  while  thereafter  it 
clouded  up.  Instead  of  the  canoe  rushing 
forward  on  the  wings  of  the  wind,  there 
ensued  a  long  spell  of  paddling,  and  after 
barely  making  three  miles,  the  i)arty  were 
forced  to  land  and  cook  dinner  on  the 
rocks.  No  sooner  had  they  got  comfort- 
ably through  than  it  started  to  rain,  not 
heavily,  but  in  a  steady  drizzle  which 
speedily  i)ut  everybody  in  the  blues.  Great 
sheets  of  mist  came  rushing  up  from  the 
lake  region  beyond  in  the  west,  where  for- 
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ever  the  storm-wraiths  brood.  There 
was,  of  course,  nothing  for  it  but  to  settle 
down  to  the  attendant  discomfort,  and 
this  all  hands  proceeded  to  do  in  heroic 
fashion.  After  an  afternoon  of  extreme 
fatigue,  just  towards  evening,  they 
paddled  into  a  glorious  little  lake,  and  a 
shout  of  delight  burst  from  Tom 's  throat. 

''Bout  a  mile  from  camp  now,"  was  all 
Louis  remarked;  but  to  the  cold  and 
cramped  canoeists  it  sounded  wonderfully 
refreshing. 

After  about  ten  minutes  more  of  steady 
paddling,  the  low  boom  of  a  rapid  beat 
upon  their  ears.  In  a  very  few  minutes 
they  caught  sight  of  a  white  agony  of 
water  straight  ahead. 

"Wliat  do  you  say?"  asked  Billy  of  the 
half-breed,  looking  with  shrewd  eyes  out 
over  the  smother  of  foam. 

"Lots  of  water!  No  danger!  Guess  we 
go  hover  in  alf  a  minute!" 

Tom  drew  in  a  terrified  breath,  for  he 
well   knew   that  the   brief   conversation 
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which  he  had  just  listened  to  meant  that 
it  had  been  determined  to  run  the  raj^id 
which  they  were  now  swiftly  approaching. 
Visions  of  the  whole  party  struggling 
madly  in  the  waters  flashed  through  his 
brain,  and  a  wild  desire  to  clutch  some- 
thing and  hold  it  very  hard  came  over  him. 
Milly  closed  her  eyes,  and  even  Harold, 
usually  imperturbable,  asked,  not  without 
apprehension  in  his  voice:  "Is  there  the 
slightest  danger?" 

*'No  sir,"  was  the  prompt  reply.  "Use 
your  paddles,  both  of  you,  as  you  are  do- 
ing now,  and  Louis  and  I  will  attend  to  the 
rest.  We  have  shot  this  rapid  hundreds 
of  times. ' ' 

Slowly  Louis,  in  the  canoe  which  con- 
tained Milly  and  Tom,  led  out  into  the 
clear  green  water,  Billy  following  witli 
Harold  and  the  baggage.  Presently  the 
first  canoe  shot  forward  like  a  flash, 
quickly  followed  by  the  second  with  its 
tow.  There  were  a  few  moments  of  wild 
excitement  during  which  the  rocks  and 
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trees  seemed  to  run  into  each  other.  Then 
in  quick  succession  the  canoes  crashed 
into  a  great  wave  at  the  foot  of  the  slight 
fall,  lifted  easily  over  it,  and  a  second 
thereafter,  shot  into  the  calm,  tranquil 
water  beyond.  Immediately  Tom  gave 
vent  to  his  suppressed  excitement  in  a 
shriek  which  woke  the  echoes  of  the 
shore,  Milly  screamed  in  unison,  and 
Harold  gave  his  class-yell.  The  exhilira- 
tion  attendant  on  running  the  rapid  had 
driven  away  the  blues  effectually,  and 
when  they  saw  their  future  camp-ground, 
a  lovely  promontory  shaded  with  pines, 
all  was  jubilation. 

It  did  not  take  the  two  skilled  woods- 
men long  to  start  a  fire,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  the  bright,  welcome  flames  were 
shooting  upward.  In  an  incredibly  short 
space  of  time  the  snowy  walls  of  the  tents 
were  up,  the  baggage  unpacked,  and  in 
less  than  half  an  hour  the  wet  clothing  was 
in  a  fair  way  of  getting  dry  ere  the  sun 
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should  (li'{'liiu\  All  excellent  meal,  cook- 
ed to  poriVciion  In  Louis,  was  ravenously 
dis])at('luHl,  and  all  wore  lia])py  oneo  move. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

ALTHOUGH  the  sun  had  burst  out 
gloriously  aft(;r  supper  the  previ- 
ous evening  the  promise  it  gave 
proved  to  be  deceptive,  for  the  next  morn- 
ing was  misty  and  full  of  wind.  At  a 
grand  council  held  after  breakfast  it  was 
decided  to  go  into  camp  where  they  were 
for  two  weeks  at  least.  And,  indeed,  it 
was  a  wise  decision;  for  it  would  have 
been  hard  work  finding  a  lovelier  spot. 
The  point  of  land  on  which  their  camp 
now  stood  commanded  the  river  up  and 
down:  east,  from  the  roaring  waters  of 
the  Flat  Rock;  westward  along  a  lane  of 
water  in  the  far  end  of  which  the  sun  sank 
every  night.  All  that  day  was  spent  in 
erecting  a  huge  brush  structure  over  the 
tents  of  the  campers  in  order  that  they 
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mi  gilt  not  l)c  annoyed  by  any  chance 
tlmnder-storm.  That  accomplished,  rugs, 
of  which  a  bountiful  supply  had  been 
brought,  were  spread  throughout  the  large 
tent  and  a  long  spell  of  inglorious  ease  was 
anticipated.  The  first  and  second  days  in 
the  new  camp  were  full  of  pleasurable  ex- 
citement: after  that  a  monotonous  rain 
caused  all  hands  to  feel  a  little  depressed. 

' '  The  rain  it  raineth  every  day, ' '  quoted 
Harold  gloomily. 

''Don't  see  that  quoting  poetry  helps 
it  any,"  growled  Tom,  who,  that  very 
morning,  had  planned  an  expedition  of 
discovery  inland,  only  to  have  his  plans 
rudely  upset  by  the  rain  continuing  to 
come  down  in  torrents. 

' '  I  tell  you  what ! ' '  cried  Milly.  ' '  Let 's 
write  stories  to  help  while  away  the  time. ' ' 

''Capital!"  shouted  Harold. 

"Jolly!"  exclaimed  Tom.  "Anybody 
got  a  lead  pencil?  I  have  a  yarn  in  my 
head  already. ' ' 

In  a  few  minutes,  caught  by  the  novelty 
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of  the  proposal,  all  three,  much  to  the 
amazement  of  Louis,  were  soon  hard  at 
work.  Tom  especially,  speedily  wrought 
himself  into  a  high  state  of  excitement.  So 
intensely  interested  did  he  become  in  the 
reality  of  his  own  inventions  that  he  for- 
got completely  about  the  necessity  for 
lunch,  and  Louis  had  actually  to  call  him 
a  second  time !  By  noon  of  the  next  day 
all  three  had  successfully  performed  the 
feat  of  authorship,  and  it  was  agreed  that 
Harold,  as  being  the  eldest,  should  lead 
off.  After  some  polite  demur  about 
''ladies  being  first,"  he  finally  consented 
to  start  the  entertainment,  and  read  the 
following  story : 

Harold's  Stoey — The  Missionary's 
Stratagem. 

"Wlien  I  was  a  Jesuit  missionary  settled 
at  Nanking,  in  the  Province  of  Kiang  Su, 
it  chanced  that  I  received  word  from  my 
superior  at  Pekin  to  cross  the  Province  of 
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Shan  Tung  to  its  farther  end,  where  a 
famine  was  knomi  to  be  raging.  The 
object  of  my  journey,  as  set  forth  in  the 
letter  of  my  superior,  was  among  other 
things,  to  find  out  the  actual  state  of  af- 
fairs in  our  mission  there,  to  distribute 
rice  to  our  starving  converts,  and  as  many 
others  as  we  could  help,  and  see  that  no 
harm  w^as  done  to  our  property  by  riotous 
mobs. 

''In  accordance  with  my  orders  I  start- 
ed out  early  the  next  morning  on  mule 
back,  and  proceeded  rapidly  on  my 
journey.  As  soon  as  I  reached  the 
vicinity  of  the  stricken  district  I  began  to 
see  terrible  evidences  of  famine.  In  one 
morning's  ride  I  counted  no  less  than 
sixteen  bodies  lying  unburied  on  the  road- 
side. In  some  cases  the  vultures  had  pick- 
ed them  clean  to  the  bone.  I  am  glad  to 
say  that  I  was  not  alone  on  my  errand  of 
mercy;  for  all  that  day  I  passed  great 
strings  of  heavily-laden  carts  which  the 
court   at   Pekin   had   dispatched  to   the 
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afflicted  district  on  receipt  of  the  news  of 
distress.  It  was  bitterly  cold  weather — 
so  cold  that  my  padded  silk  coat,  which 
was  heavily  lined  with  sable,  did  not  keep 
out  the  Arctic  blasts  which  ever  and  anon 
swept  down  from  the  snow-capped  moun- 
tains. The  teamsters  were  all  dressed  in 
enormous  coats  of  sheepskin,  lined  in 
some  cases,  with  catskin.  So  thick  and 
warm  were  these  that  the  owners  of  them 
could  easily  lie  down  in  them  on  the  hard, 
bare  rock  without  any  inconvenience 
whatever,  and  sleep  as  soundly  as  though 
they  were  safely  housed  in  an  inn. 

''The  inns,  by  the  way,  at  which  I  was 
forced  to  put  up  on  this  particular  trip, 
were  simply  horrible.  On  the  walls  of 
many  of  them,  mingled  Avith  quotations 
from  Confucius,  were  sundry  verses  writ- 
ten, without  doubt,  the  greater  numl^er  of 
them,  by  irate  scholars  on  their  way  to 
to  the  examinations  at  Pekin,  in  which 
the  punishment  due  and  awaiting  all  bad 
innkeepers  was  very  graphically  describ- 
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ed.  Being  ignorant  of  the  classical  lang- 
uage in  which  these  remarks  were  written 
the  innkeepers  showed  them  to  me  with 
evident  delight. 

''What  kind  of  beds  did  your  reverence 
sleep  in?"  asked  Tom  satirically. 

''As  a  rule,  on  a  sort  of  raised  platform 
which  was  heated  by  means  of  a  flue  which 
ran  beneath  it,"  answered  Harold.  "It 
was  a  very  comfortable  kind  of  bed,  I  can 
assure  you,  especially  w^hen  the  ther- 
mometer happened  to  mark  20  and  30 
degrees  below  zero,  which  was  quite  fre- 
quently the  case  in  the  mountains. ' ' 

"If  there  was  such  a  bad  famine  as  all 
that  how  did  you  get  anything  to  eati" 
was  the  next  enquir}^  of  the  irrepressible 
Tom. 

"Oh,  as  for  that,  I  had  of,  course, 
brought  plenty  of  provisions  for  myself; 
and  then  you  know  there  never  is  a  famine 
so  bad  that  money  can't  overcome  it.  All 
I  really  needed  was  a  bed  to  sleep  in  at 
night,  an  occasional  cup  of  tea,  a  quiet 
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smoke ;  and  I  may  add  that  I  had  not  the 
slightest  difficulty  in  obtaining  these. 
When  we  got  up  into  the  mountains,  in  the 
very  centre  of  Shan  Tung  my  personal 
supplies  began  to  run  low,  and  in  order  to 
eke  them  out  to  the  journey's  end  I  was 
forced  to  eat  a  particular  kind  of  pancake 
which  is  made  universally  throughout 
Chma,  and  which  is  not  half -bad  when 
once  you  get  used  to  it." 

'* Pancakes  in  China!"  shouted  Tom  in- 
credulously. 

''Fact,  I  assure  you!"  retorted  Harold. 
The  manner  of  preparing  them  is  in  this 
wise: — The  cook  takes  some  dough  and 
keeps  tossing  it  between  the  two  hot  flat- 
irons  of  a  peculiar  shape,  pouring  oil  on 
the  mass  from  time  to  time  in  order  to 
soften  it  sufficiently.  Having  manipulated 
it  enough  he  then  places  pieces  of  bacon, 
chicken,  and,  in  fact,  whatever  he  may 
have  on  hand,  in  it  and  makes  it  into  a 
long  roll.  You  are  supposed  to  begin  at 
one  end  and  chew  ahead  till  you  finish  it, 


114         THE  WILDERNESS  CAMPERS 


and  you  mustn't  be  too  particular  as  to 
what  may  be  in  it  besides  bacon." 

"Rats?"  enquired  Tom. 

"  No ! "  answered  Harold.  ' '  That  is  one 
of  the  fictions  which  ignorant  foreigners 
carry  out  of  the  country.  The  Chinese 
are,  as  a  rule,  dainty  feeders. ' ' 

''Thanks,"  answered  Tom.  "So  glad 
to  hear  the  truth  from  one  who  has  been 
there,  and  knows  all  about  it. ' ' 

"I  had  hard  work  getting  through  the 
mountains.  It  was  bitterly  cold,  and  from 
time  to  time  my  mule  would  give  out.  To 
add  to  my  discomfort,  just  as  I  had  reach- 
ed the  highest  and  most  dangerous  pass,  T 
found  myself  hedged  in  between  two  long 
strings  of  relief  carts  heavily  laden  with 
rice.  The  caravan  had  apparently  come 
to  a  dead  halt.  It  appeared  on  investiga- 
tion that  the  driver  of  the  leading  cart 
had  refused  to  go  any  farther.  When 
expostulated  with  by  his  fellows  he  had 
replied  gruffly  that  'his  oxen  were  too 
tired  to  climb  the  next  incline.'     He  as- 
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sorted,  moreover,  that  he  was  sick,  and 
that  come  what  might  he  was  determined 
to  lie  down  and  sleep.  The  moment  he 
came  to  this  decision  the  rest  of  the 
drivers  were,  of  course,  forced  to  follow 
suit.  Not  only  could  they  not  pass  him  in 
the  narrow  and  dangerous  mountain-de- 
tile,  but,  as  he  alone  knew  the  way,  they 
were  doubly  at  his  mercy.  Here  was  a 
dilemma!  On  each  side  of  my  little 
retinue  loomed,  in  the  semi-darkness  of 
the  pass,  a  steep  wall  of  granite  which 
no  man  living  could  climb.  I  could  not 
go  back  to  the  inn,  which  I  had  left  five 
hours  before,  and  I  w^as  restrained  from 
going  forward.  Five  miles  ahead  there 
was  a  good  inn,  but  as  I  could  not  get  that 
far  without  abandoning  m^^  mules  and 
servants  I  determined  to  stav  where  I  was 
and  see  what  could  be  done.  I  consulted 
with  the  drivers  nearest  to  me,  and  found 
that  they  were  just  as  eager  to  go  forward 
as  I  was  myself.  But  they  one  and  all 
seemed  to  be  afraid  of  the  leading  driver 
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wlio,  it  would  appear,  was  a  great  bully 
and  had  a  bad  reputation." 

''But  why  don't  you  order  him  to  move 
on?"  asked  one  of  the  drivers  earnestly. 
"You,  it  is  plain  to  see,  are  on  the  business 
of  the  court!  He  would  not  dare  refuse 
you!" 

"At  once  I  determined  to  act  on  the  sug- 
gestion and  personate  what  the  ignorant 
peasant  had  evidently  taken  me  for,  viz., 
an  Imperial  messenger !  After  much  toil 
I  at  length  succeeded  in  reaching  the  head 
of  the  line  and  there,  sure  enough, 
stretched  alongside  of  his  cart  and  al- 
ready deep  in  sleep,  lay  the  burly  leader 
of  the  rice-train.  He  was  the  largest  man 
I  had,  up  to  that  time,  set  eyes  on,  and 
since  I  have  seen  but  one  larger — the  late 
governor  of  Shan  Tung  himself,  who 
stood  six  feet  eight  inches  in  height  and 
was  broad  in  proportion.  The  sudden 
rustling  of  my  robes,  which  were  of  silk, 
caught  the  teamster's  attention,  and,  in  a 
sleepy  sort  of  a  way,  he  stared  at  me.    His 
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face  was  a  perfect  combination  of  obstin- 
acy, cruelty  and  intemperance.  Drawing 
myself  up  to  my  full  height — " 

^'Five  feet  three  inches  isn't  it?"  asked 
Tom. 

"Drawing  myself  up  to  my  full  height," 
Harold  went  on  stiffly,  '*I  enquired  how 
he  had  the  audacity  to  stop  a  messenger  of 
the  Imperial  Court  on  important  business. 
For  reply  he  only  blinked  at  me  at  first, 
but  on  my  further  questioning  him  he 
muttered  something  about  being  incap- 
able of  going  any  farther. 

"Liar!"  I  exclaimed.  "Hitch  up  your 
oxen  at  once,  or  the  wrath  of  The  Son  of 
Heaven  shall  fall  heavily  upon  j^ou!" 

"He  made  no  movement,  but  lay  before 
the  small  fire  which  he  had  kindled,  as  in 
a  sullen  stupor.  Again  I  expostulated 
with  him,  but  he  paid  no  attention  to  any 
of  my  threats.  When  I  uttered  a  fiercer 
curse  than  I  had  yet  dared  to  venture 
upon,  in  which  I  consigned  him  to  the 
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hottest  of  the  Buddhist  hells,  he  only 
laughed  in  my  face  and  for  reply  pointed 
to  my  cap.  In  a  moment  I  comprehended 
what  the  gesture  meant, — I  had  on  no  but- 
ton to  signify  that  I  was  in  the  Imperial 
employ.  I  had  been  found  out  in  my  at- 
tempted deception !  To  add  to  my  distress 
it  was  growing  steadily  colder,  and  al- 
ready many  of  the  poor  drivers  began  to 
present  a  most  woe-begone  appearance.  As 
a  climax  it  started  to  snow,  not  gently,  but 
in  whirling  masses  that  threatened  to 
overwhelm  the  wlxole  caravan.  In  despera- 
tion I  again  gave  the  stubborn  giant 
orders  to  move  on,  and  on  his  refusing  I 
immediately  called  some  of  the  teamsters 
together,  made  them  hitch  up  the  oxen  on 
pain  of  death  if  they  should  dare  to  refuse 
and  soon  had  the  heavily-laden  wagons 
underway.  Just  ahead  there  was  a  steep 
incline,  and  when  the  oxen  came  to  this, 
what  with  being  already  tired  and  the 
heavy  snow,  they  slipped  back  sheer  on 
their  haunches,  nor  were  we  able  to  make 
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them  go  forward.  The  giant  laughed  loud 
and  long  when  he  saw  the  i^light  into 
which  we  had  got  ourselves,  and  the  rest 
of  the  teamsters  stood  around  dis- 
couraged. It  was  a  terrible  moment,  since 
nothing  but  death  seemed  before  us.  It 
was  evident  to  me  by  this  time  that  the 
leader  of  the  train  did  not  realize  the  peril 
in  which  we  all  stood.  At  that  instant  a 
faint  whiff  of  opium  passed  by  me,  and  I 
understood  at  once  the  true  reason  of  the 
fire  and  the  indisposition  to  go  forward. 
But  what  was  to  be  done?  Suddenly  a 
bright  idea  struck  me!  Lucifer  matches 
had  just  come  into  use  at  the  time  of  which 
I  write.  Here  and  there,  principally 
among  a  few  English  merchants  in  Canton 
and  Shanghai,  they  were  kept  on  sale,  but 
nobody  in  the  interior  knew  anything 
about  them.  Now  fire  is  a  sacred  thing 
to  the  Chinese.  In  every  temple  there 
stands  conspicuous  a  God  of  Fire.  Noth- 
ing is  so  surrounded  with  mystery  to  the 
mind  of  the  average  Chinaman  as  this 
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subtle  element.  The  firc-clragon  is,  as 
most  people  know,  the  national  symbol. 
Remembering  this  I  resolved  to  put  the 
following  plan  into  operation:  Hastily 
calling  a  number  of  teamsters  together  I 
ordered  another  advance,  directing  at  the 
same  time  that  all  hands  should  help  at  the 
wheels.  Once  more  the  great  brutes 
bounded  up  the  slippery  path.  Just  as 
they  were  on  the  point  of  falling  back  on 
their  haunches  I  suddenly  struck  a  bundle 
of  matches  and  applied  the  burning  mass 
to  the  straining  flanks  of  the  oxen.  The 
effect  was  instantaneous!  Up  and  awaj^ 
they  strode  to  the  last  high  level  above, 
and  the  day  was  won.  The  rest  of  the 
oxen,  goaded  on  by  their  half-frozen  and 
altogether  frenzied  drivers,  rushed  after 
their  leaders.  In  less  than  a  minute  the 
ungreased  axles  of  the  long  string  of  carts 
could  be  heard  squealing  discordantly 
through  the  reverberating  pass.  I  needed 
no  pretence  of  Imperial  authority  now. 
All  the  coolies  looked  upon  me  as  the 
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favorite  of  Heaven,  and  were  prepared  to 
obey  me  implicitly. 

"There  is  not  much  more  to  tell.  We 
reached  the  first  starving  village  in  the 
course  of  a  couple  of  hours,  and,  as  ic 
proved,  not  a  moment  too  soon.  The  min- 
ute the  first  bag  of  rice  was  opened  the 
inhabitants,  men,  women  and  children, 
rushed  upon  it  and  literally  devoured  it 
raw  by  the  light  of  a  burning  house,  which 
they  had  set  on  fire  the  moment  they  were 
apprised  of  our  arrival.  We  camped  that 
night  around  the  smouldering  ashes  of  the 
conflagration,  and  the  next  day  pressed 
forward  on  our  mission  of  mercy. 

"Wliat  did  the  giant  do  when  you  lit 
the  matches'?"  enquired  Tom. 

"Ah,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  about  that," 
answered  Harold.  ' '  What  did  he  do  ?  He 
let  out  one  mighty  screech  of  terror  and 
fell  down  prostrate  before  me  pleading 
for  mercy.  I  promised  him  pardon  then 
and  there ;  and,  it  is  needless  to  say,  had  no 
trouble    during    the    remainder    of    the 
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journey  from  that  source.  Indeed,  he 
constituted  himself  a  sort  of  body-servant 
during  the  rest  of  the  march,  and  when  it 
came  to  the  time  of  parting  begged  on  his 
knees  that  I  make  no  mention  of  his  be- 
haviour to  the  Governor  of  Shan  Tung. 
Needless  to  say  I  reassured  him  on  this 
point,  and  he  went  away  with  a  light 
heart.  I  found  the  mission  in  good  con- 
dition sjnritually  and  otherwise,  and  in  a 
couple  of  months  returned  to  Nanking. ' ' 


ii^ 


CHAPTER  XV 

HAT'S  not  half-bad,"  was  Tom's 
comment.  "Wait  till  you  hear 
^Yhat  I  have  written  though.  It's 
a  regular  blood-curdler  of  the  old-fash- 
ioned sort." 

"Well,  let's  have  it  then,"  snapped 
Harold. 

"Oh,  no,  my  bo}^,  that's  not  the  arrange- 
ment! Its  Millv's  turn  now.  I'll  bet  a 
new  hat  that  she  will  beat  vou  all  hollow!" 

"That  depends  on  the  subject,"  re- 
torted Harold  rather  scornfully. 

"Go  ahead,  Milly!"  said  Tom  en- 
couragingly. "You  may  not  have  been  to 
college,  but  you  are  a  genius  all  the  same ! ' ' 

Thus  encouraged  Milly  began:  "The 
story  I  am  about  to  relate  is  partly  fact 
and   partly  fiction.     While   reading   nj) 
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about  the  beautiful  region  through  which 
we  are  now  passing  I  came  across  the 
main  incidents,  and,  at  the  time  it  struck 
me  that  they  would  lend  themselves  ad- 
mirably to  the  story.    Here  it  is : 

Milly's  Story — The  Crime  of  Joseph 

Latrobe. 

*'Long  ago  the  beautiful  region  through 
which  we  are  now  passing  was  occupied 
by  a  mighty  tribe  of  Indians  called  the 
Hurons.  They  were  not  a  very  war-like 
tribe,  but  dwelt,  the  greater  part  of  them 
in  peace  and  quietness  in  the  district 
around  Penetanguishene  Bay.  Here  for 
centuries  they  remained,  increasing  in 
numbers  and  outward  prosperity.  They 
might  have  been  there  to  this  day  had  it 
not  been  for  the  fierce  Mohawks,  who  came 
down  on  them  suddenly  and  all  but  ex- 
terminated the  entire  nation,  together 
with  the  Jesuit  fathers  of  the  mission.  But 
I  must  not  anticipate." 
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**You  always  Avere  a  little  xwevious/' 
broke  in  Tom. 

But  Milly  went  serenely  on,  not  so  much 
as  noticing  the  interruption.  ''In  order 
that  my  story  may  be  better  understood  I 
should  at  the  outset  explain  that,  as  the 
greater  part  of  the  North  American  cont- 
inent was  claimed  by  the  king  of  France, 
many  young  noblemen  were  in  the  habit  of 
coming  over  to  New  France,  as  they  call- 
ed the  land,  in  search  of  adventure  or  land 
or  gold.  Moreover,  the  most,  even  of  the 
intelligent  men  of  the  time,  believed  that 
by  ascending  far  enough  up  the  rivers  of 
this  country  they  would  discover  a  short 
route  to  India  and  China." 
Oh,  I  say,"  broke  in  Tom. 
In  proof  of  this  I  need  only  refer  to 
the  fact  that  the  great  rapids  of  the  St. 
Lawrence  above  the  present  City  of  Mont- 
real are  known  to-day  as  the  'Lachine 
Rapids,'  i.e..  La  Chine — China!  I  think 
I  ought  also  to  say  that  at  the  time  of  my 
story  the  Jesuits  had  succeeded  in  firmly 
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establishing  themselves  near  the  mouth  o  P 
the  AVye  River,  a  little  stream  which  runs 
into  the  great  Georgian  Bay  at  its  lower 
end." 

''Takes  a  long  time  to  get  to  the  story," 
remarked  Tom,  pretending  to  yawn, 
though  in  reality  he  was  deeply  interested. 

"Well,  here  is  the  story  for  you  at  last," 
snapped  Milly:  "Gasper  Laroix  was  a 
poor  peasant  who  had  settled  in  a  rough 
shanty  in  the  bush  on  the  shores  of  the 
beautiful  lake  at  that  time  called  lac  aux 
Claies,  now  known  as  Lake  Simcoe.  At  the 
time  at  which  my  story  opens  he  had  been 
living  for  about  three  years  with  his  wife 
Henrietta,  and  one  child,  a  beautiful  little 
girl  called  Louise,  had  been  born  to  them. 
Gasper  had  followed  the  good  Jesuit 
fathers  as  a  sort  of  servant,  all  the  way 
from  France  to  the  far-distant  mission  of 
Ste.  Marie.  For  his  extreme  faithfulness 
and  devotion  he  was  granted  a  large  tract 
of  land  on  the  shores  of  the  lake  I  have 
just  mentioned.    One  condition  only  w^as 
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imposed  by  the  terms  of  the  king's  grant, 
viz.,  that  fifty  bushels  of  wheat  should  be 
contributed  to  the  mission  yearly  and  that, 
in  case  of  attack  from  hostile  savages 
Gasper  should  help  defend  the  servants  of 
the  church  from  danger.  The  hardy 
woodsman  was  exceedingly  happy  in  his 
forest  home,  with  his  wife  and  lovely 
child;  nor  was  he  as  lonely  as  you  might 
suppose  would  be  the  case  under  the 
circumstances.  The  Indians  about  were 
very  friendly  and  companionable,  and  did 
all  in  their  power  to  help  the  friend  of  the 
'good  black-robes,'  as  they  were  in  the 
habit  of  calling  the  priests.  But,  alas,  all 
human  happiness  is  of  short  duration. ' ' 

''Like  running  a  rapid!"  suggested 
Tom. 

Milly  ignored  him  and  went  on  with  her 
narrative. 

"One  day  while  Gasper  was  eating  his 
humble  meal  of  fish  and  coarse  bread  in 
his  rude  cabin,  he  was  startled  by  hearing 
screams  from  the  direction  of  the  Indian 
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village  across  the  bay,  and,  rushing  to  the 
shore  of  the  lake,  he  descried  a  large  party 
of  the  dreaded  Mohawks  on  the  point  of 
landing.  They  were  evidently  enough 
intent  on  slaughter,  and  Gasper's  heart 
sank  within  him  as  he  thought  of  his  wife 
and  child  and  the  unsuspecting  members 
of  the  distant  mission.  In  an  instant  his 
mind  w^as  made  up.  He  knew  full  well 
that  to  remain  was  certain  death.  Like  a 
flash  he  ran  towards  his  cabin,  caught  up 
his  child,  and,  bidding  his  wife  follow 
him  as  best  she  might,  ran  like  the  wind 
into  the  forest." 

*^In  about  an  hour  the  Mohawks,  hav- 
ing slain  the  inhabitants  of  the  peaceful 
Indian  village,  made  for  the  little  clearing 
of  the  settler,  and  though  some  distance 
off,  their  cries  of  baffled  rage  could  be 
heard  by  the  terrified  fugitives.  Present- 
ly another  and  more  terrible  cry  was 
heard — the  fierce  yell  of  exultation  that 
told  of  the  discoverv  of  the  tracks  of 
GasjDer  and  his  wife !    Full  soon  the  blood- 
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thirsty  savages  unencumbered  with  any 
burdens  could  be  heard  crashing  through 
the  forest  in  hot  pursuit." 

''Baffled  in  his  original  plan,  which  was 
to  put  off  in  a  canoe  which  he  had  secreted 
in  a  creek  distant  about  three  miles, 
Gasper  resolved  on  another  course.  Not 
very  far  away  from  the  spot  at  which  he 
had  now  arrived  he  knew  of  a  curious 
cave,  which  on  account  of  its  peculiar 
shape,  he  had  called  'Le  Chaudron,'  i.e. 
the  kettle.  He  had  discovered  it  quite 
accidently  while  out  hunting  one  day.  The 
peculiarity  of  it  was  that  it  was  situated 
in  such  a  manner  that,  unless  one  were  to 
stumble  upon  it  quite  by  accident,  he 
would  not  be  able  to  find  the  entrance  even 
after  a  most  rigorous  search.  Thither  he 
hurried  with  his  now  exhausted  wife  and 
terrified  child.  After  having  bestowed 
them  safely  in  the  cave,  he  tenderly  em- 
braced them,  and,  giving  his  dear  wife 
careful  directions  as  to  her  future  move- 
ments, sped  silently  away  into  the  forest 
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in  order  to  reconnoitre  the  movements  of 
his  enemies.  The  movement  was  ill-ad- 
vised. Scarcely  had  he  advanced  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  before  he  was  sighted  by  one  of 
his  relentless  pursuers,  and  the  fierce  yells 
that  broke  the  leafy  solitude  told  the 
heroic  Frenchman  that  his  hour  had  come. 
Brave  to  the  last  he  determined  to  lead 
his  savage  enemies  away  from  the  vicinity 
of  his  loved  ones,  and  with  this  object  in 
view  he  bounded  away  in  an  opposite 
direction  to  that  where  they  lay  in  hiding. 
For  full  three  miles  he  ran  through  bog 
and  brush  and  over  stream  until  at  last 
seeing  that  further  flight  was  useless  he 
determined  to  die  fighting.  Six  savages 
bit  the  dust  ere,  pierced  by  many  arrows, 
the  brave  Frenchman  fell  to  rise  no  more. 
When  the  rest  of  the  Indians,  alarmed  by 
the  long  absence  of  their  fellows,  came 
across  the  scene  of  the  desperate  conflict 
and  saw  what  one  brave  man  had  suc- 
ceeded in  doing,  they  not  only  gave  decent 
burial  to  the  body  of  the  hero,  but  carried 
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away  as  mementos  of  his  prowess  what- 
ever they  could  find  belonging  to  him. 

''All  that  day  the  courageous  French- 
woman remained  in  hiding,  and  at  night, 
sure  that  her  beloved  was  safe  in  paradise, 
she  sallied  forth  into  the  forest,  crept 
cautiously  by  a  secret  trail  that  led  to 
Lake  Couchiching,  and,  after  enduring 
incredible  hardships,  reached  the  Jesuit 
settlement  on  the  Wye  river.  There  ar- 
rived she  told  her  heart-breaking  story 
to  the  men  of  God.  The  trip  proved  too 
much  for  her,  and  the  next  day  she  ex- 
l^ired. 

''We  must  now  iiass  over  a  long  interval 
of  time.  Louise  is  a  young  maiden,  beauti- 
ful as  a  dream.  Ever  since  the  fatal  day 
when  the  Indians  made  their  terrible  raid 
on  the  lower  settlements  in  which  both 
her  parents  lost  their  lives,  the  good 
fathers  of  the  mission  have  taken  tender 
care  of  her. 

"There  is  staying  at  the  mission  at  this 
time,  too,  the  younger  son  of  a  nobleman 
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of  France,  who  has  come  to  the  new  world 
to  seek  his  fortunes. 

**  Joseph  Latrobe  was,  at  the  time  of 
which  I  write,  a  dashing,  worldly  man, 
impetuous  and  revengeful  to  a  degree.  He 
had  come  to  the  mission  not  to  find  re- 
ligious peace,  but  to  gain  influence  in 
order  that  he  might  be  able  to  traffic  more 
successfully  with  the  Indians  for  skins. 
While  staying  with  the  fathers  as  the 
guest  of  the  mission,  in  his  own  wild  way, 
he  had  allowed  himself  to  fall  in  love  with 
the  beautiful  Louise,  and  she,  all  innocent 
and  trustful,  had  returned  his  love.  Like 
the  deceitful  villian  he  was  at  heart  he  had 
carried  on  his  love-making  without  the 
knowledge  or  consent  of  the  Father-Su- 
perior. When,  therefore,  he  applied  for 
the  hand  of  Louise  he  was  met  with  a 
prompt  refusal. 

"It  is  a  beautiful  day  in  June  and  the 
two  men — the  Father-Superior  and  the 
young  Frenchman — are  engaged  in  earn- 
est conversation. 
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•No,  Joseph  Latrobe,  you  cannot  have 
Louise!  I  admit  all  that  you  say!  She 
loves  you.  She  has  told  me  as  much.  But 
she  is  young,  and  you  are  not  worthy  of 
her.  Moreover,  the  secret  way  in  which 
you  have  carried  on  your  love-affair  is 
worthy  of  all  reproof,  and  you  shall  have 
to  do  penance  for  your  grievous  sin  ere 
the  church  will  consent  to  take  you  back 
into  her  communion.  Hear  my  decision  I 
A  year  from  now  come  back,  and  if  by 
that  time  you  have  succeeded  in  mending 
your  wild  and  wicked  ways,  have  fully  re- 
pented of  your  present  sin,  and  Louise 
prove  to  be  willing,  I,  as  her  legal  guard- 
ian, will  no  longer  refuse  to  sanction  the 
match. ' 

''  'In  the  meantime  you  positively  re- 
fuse to  allow  us  to  'marry  ?'  roughly  asked 
Latrobe. 

''  'I  refuse!'  answered  the  priest  with 
great  dignity. 

''  'You  shall  pay  for  this,  haughty  pre- 
late,' hissed  rather  than  spoke  Latrobe. 
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'  Begone  from  my  presence  misguided 
man,  or  I  shall  hand  you  over  to  the 
secular  arm  to  be  dealt  with  as  you  de- 
serve for  speaking  slightingly  of  God's 
anointed  priesthood !  Begone,  I  say,  and 
let  me  never  see  your  face  again  I ' 

*'Wild  with  disappointment  and  rage  at 
this  totally  unexpected  attack  Latrol^e 
jumped  into  his  canoe,  which  lay  idly 
rocking  in  the  water,  hastily  shoved  it  into 
the  river,  and  was  soon  lost  to  view. 

'^  'He  is  an  evil  man  and  means  no 
good,  I  fear, '  the  good  father  said  to  him- 
self with  a  deep  sigh  as  he  watched  the  en- 
raged lover  paddle  furiously  down- 
stream. 

*         *         *         * 

''Once  more  we  are  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
Jesuit  mission.  It  is  a  calm  evening  three 
months  after  the  events  last  narrated. 
On  the  southern  shore  of  lac  aux  Claies, 
where  a  muddy  creek  may  still  be  seen 
emptying  into  the  clear  w^aters  of  the  lake, 
a  strange  spectacle  presents  itself.    A  vast 
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assemblage  of  Indians,  their  faces  dis- 
figured with  war-paint,  clad  all  of  tliem 
in  bright  costumes,  are  gathered  together. 
Whither  are  they  bound?  Ah,  many  a 
burning  wigwam  and  many  a  ghastly 
corpse  shall  give  answer  to  that  question 
ere  two  days  more  shall  be  fully  passed. 
Ihe  lonely  w^oods  shall  ring  not  many 
days  hence  with  the  death-cries  of  Bre- 
boeuf  and  Lallemant. 

'^Who  were  they?"  asked  Tom  eagerly. 

''Jesuit  priests  who  were  cruelly 
murdered  in  the  Mohawk  raid  which  took 
place  in  1649,"  volunteered  Harold. 

Milly  continued:  ''But  they  are  not  all 
Indians!  Who  is  this  strange-looking 
man  with  long  beard  and  grizzled  appear- 
ance who  seems  to  be  in  constant  com- 
munication with  the  Mohawk  braves  ?  It 
is  Latrobe !  What  is  he  doing  here  ?  He  is 
leading  the  Mohawk  by  a  secret  over-land 
route  to  the  peaceful  Indian  villages  that 
nestle  together  on  the  lower  shores  of  the 
Georgian  Bay.    Once  arrived  there  they 
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are  to  be  let  slay  to  their  heart's  content, 
while  he  as  a  reward  of  his  treachery  is  to 
be  allowed  to  carry  off  the  fair  Louise.  So 
the  infamous  bargain  runs.  But  see,  they 
have  made  the  start !  To-night  they  camp 
on  the  northern  shore  of  the  lake,  deserted 
ever  since  the  awful  raid  of  thirteen  years 
ago.  Swiftly  the  war-canoes  cross  the 
blue  waters,  and  that  very  night  the  over- 
land journey  is  begun.  Stealthily  for  two 
days  and  two  nights  they  close  in  upon 
their  innocent  prey.  Little  reck  the 
Huron  braves  as  they  sleep  peacefully  in 
their  tents  how  near  death  is." 

*'It  is  near  midnight,  and  the  Hurons  in 
the  village  around  the  missions  of  St. 
Ignace  and  St.  Louis  are  peacefully 
sleeping.  The  camp-fires  have  all  died 
down.  Hardly  a  leaf  rustles,  so  still  it  is. 
Suddenly  the  midnight  silence  is  broken 
by  a  terrible  yell !  High  glare  the  burning 
wigwams!  Half-dazed  with  sleep  the 
Hurons  fight  in  vain  I  "To  Ste.  Marie  I ' ' 
is  the  cry,  and  thither  many  escape.   The 
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morning  sees  the  dead  lying  in  hundreds, 
the  priests  captured,  the  mission-house  in 
flames.  It  is  all  in  vain  for  imiocence  or 
feebleness  to  plead  for  mercy.  All  go 
under  in  the  hellish  carnival  of  slaughter. 
Soon  nothing  remains  of  the  once  pros- 
perous settlement  but  smoking  villages, 
mutilated  and  scalped  bodies  and  burning 
forests.  As  stealthily  as  they  came  the 
fierce  warriors  depart — all  save  Latrobe. 

''Let  us  go  back  to  this  unfortunate 
man.  When  the  Mohawks  took  advantage 
of  his  generalship  in  their  raid  on  the 
Hurons  it  was  under  the  stipulation  that 
the  mission  at  Ste.  Marie  should  bo 
spared,  the  priests  sent  to  a  place  of  safety, 
and  Louise  handed  over  to  him  as  his 
personal  prize.  But  it  was  one  thing  for 
the  chiefs  to  promise  when  in  the  mood  for 
revenge;  it  was  quite  another  thing  to 
carry  out  their  promises  when  all  were  in 
the  heat  and  excitement  of  battle  with  the 
lust  of  murder  loose. 

When  Latrobe  gained  the  mission  build- 
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ing  the  first  object  he  stumbled  across  was 
the  body  of  the  fair  Louise  cold  in  death. 
His  first  wild  impulse  was  to  rush  out  and 
slay  the  wretches  whom  he  had  himself  led 
on.  But  ere  he  could  advance  a  foot  in  the 
direction  of  his  purpose  God  smote  him 
into  a  deep  stupor  like  unto  death.  When 
he  awoke  five  days  afterwards  he  was  a 
changed  man ;  his  raven  hair  had  become 
as  white  as  snow;  his  tongue  refused  to 
utter  words ;  his  wicked  heart  had  become 
like  unto  that  of  a  little  child.  He  became 
deeply  and  profoundly  religious,  and, 
leaving  the  scene  of  horror  for  which  he 
knew  himself  to  be  responsible  he  settled 
on  the  old  clearing  of  Gasper  La  Roix, 
taking  with  him  the  body  of  Louise.  There 
he  buried  her,  and,  morning,  noon  and 
night  watered  her  grave  with  his  tears. 
How  he  died  none  ever  knew ;  but  it  is  sup- 
posed that  he  fell  while  leading  an  attack 
against  the  Mohawks  in  some  portion  of 
the  territory  which  is  now  northern  New 
Yorlc.    Long  years  after,  the  first  early 
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settlers  in  northern  Ontario  noticed  on  the 
shore  of  the  beautiful  lac  aux  Claies  a 
simple  cross  with  the  single  word 
' '  Louise ' '  graven  rudely  upon  it.  It  stood 
for  many  a  year  a  silent  and  pathetic 
witness  of  a  mournful  tragedy,  but  gradu- 
ally decay  obliterated  the  words  alto- 
gether, and,  in  time,  the  cross  itself  dis- 
appeared." 

''Bravo!"  shouted  Tom  and  Harold  at 
the  conclusion  of  the  story. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

Tom's  Story — The  Mermaid  of  Bagdad. 

44XHAVE  no  preface  to  offer,"  began 

JI^Tom.      ''This    is    a    straight    lie 

through    and   through;   but   it's    a 

dandy  all  the  same!      When  I  was  in 

Bagdad — " 

"Oh,  my  eye!"  exclaimed  Milly,  wink- 
ing hard  at  Harold. 

"When  I  was  in  Bagdad,"  again  began 
Tom. 

"I  remember  the  circumstances  quite 
well,"  remarked  Harold.  "You  went 
there  during  one  of  the  'Arabian 
Nights.'" 

"Being  a  poor  fisherman,  I  fished,"  the 
romancer  went  on  monotonously. 

"If    he    had    been    a    millionaire    he 
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Avouldn't  have  done  so,"  interrupted 
Milly. 

''Oh  yes,  he  would,"  answered  Harold. 
"It's  only  poor  men  and  millionaires  who 
can  afford  to  fish." 

"One  day  as  I  was  sitting  on  the  sad 
sea  shore  fishing  with  my  net  I — " 

"What  made  the  shore  sad?"  asked 
Harold. 

"Why  the  sobbing  of  the  ocean  waves, 
stupid!"  explained  Milly,  and  the  tor- 
mentors laughed. 

But  Tom  was  not  to  be  deterred.  In  the 
same  even  tone  he  kept  right  on: — "I  felt 
a  gentle  tug  at  the  end  of  my  net.  Hauling 
it  in  I  was  surprised  to  find  that  a  mer- 
maid had  managed  to  crawl  into  it.  P.S. 
— A  mermaid  is  a  fallen  angel.  All  the 
angels  that  fell  on  the  continent  were  men, 
while  the  fallen  angels  that  fell  in  the 
water  became  mermaids." 

"Capital!"  shouted  Milly.  "Hurrah 
for  Tom!" 
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*'My  first  impulse  was  to  slay  the 
thing,  but — '^ 

''Thing!"  screamed  Milly.  ''You  blood- 
thirsty tyrant  to  slay  a  woman!" 

"But  her  smile  was  so  sad  and  tender 
that  I  caved  in,  being  from  earliest 
infancy  a  lover  of  beautiful  women." 

"How  nice  of  you  to  say  so,  Tom ! ' '  mur- 
mured Milly.  "Your  story  really  savors 
of  genius.    Do  go  on  I " 

"She  was  dressed  in  pea-green  scales 
and  golden  hair  and  had  a  tail.  She  also 
spoke  with  a  siren-voice.  'Good-morning, 
Mr.  Fisherman!'  she  said  in  a  sweet  voice 
like  they  all  do  when  they  want  to  get 
something  out  of  you.  'I  have  a  note  for 
you  from  the  princess  who  dwells  hard  by 
on  the  rock.'  " 

"Rightly  surmising  that  it  was  a  trap 
I  laid  low.  "Let's  see  your  note!"  I 
commanded. 

"  *Dear  me,'  "  she  cried  in  confusion,  at 
the  same  time  blushing  like  a  fish  blushes. 

What  scale  did  I  put  that  note  under  ? 


<i  i 
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Excuse  me  one  moment !  I  have  just  got 
this  dress  new  from  the  Coral  Islands  and 
find  it  very  hard  to  locate  the  pockets  as 
yet.  Oh,  here  it  is!'  she  suddenly  ex- 
claimed. 'Just  step  into  the  water,  won't 
you,  Mr.  Fisherman,  and  I  will  hand  it  to 
you.' 

* '  No  you  don 't, "  I  cried  out.  ' '  You  tried 
that  trick  on  my  predecessor  in  the  busi- 
ness ;  but  you  can't  catch  me !  If  you  have 
got  a  note  just  chuck  it  ashore  or  else  I'll 
jerk  you  up  on  land  and  then  you'll  be  in 
a  pretty  pickle. " 

**  Terribly  affrighted  at  my  threat,  she 
threw  the  note  far  up  on  shore,  and  as  I 
was  engaged  in  devouring  its  contents, 
managed  to  escape.  The  note  ran  as  fol- 
lows : — 
'Most  Sweet  Prince: 

(I  know  from  your  beautiful  walk,  even 
though  I  cannot  see  your  face  so  far  away 
as  this,  that  you  must  be  a  real  Prince!) 
I  am  a  beautiful  princess,  the  rightful 
heiress  to  a  distant  kingdom  ,  and  am  kept 
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out  of  my  inheritance  by  an  odious  tyrant, 
Ka  Ko,  by  name.  I  own  the  castle  which 
towers  above  you,  although  kept  a  prison- 
er in  it.  It  is  steam-heated,  is  lit  through- 
out with  electricity,  and  is  an  altogether 
desirable  place  of  residence. '  ' ' 

''Steam-heated  in  Bagdad!"  exclaimed 
Harold. 

''Well,  couldn't  it  be  on  the  top  of  a 
volcanic  mountain'?"  hazarded  Tom  in 
pretended  weariness. 

''Give  it  to  him,  Tom!  You  have  him 
there ! ' '  shouted  Milly. 

"Perhaps  you  don't  want  to  hear  the 
rest  of  the  note?"  enquired  Tom  of 
Harold. 

"Pray  don't  stop!  I'm  just  dying  to 
hear  the  end  of  this  delightful  romance," 
pleaded  Milly. 

Thus  encouraged,  Tom  went  on  with  the 
reading  of  the  note.  "  'I  have  a  million 
dollars  in  gold  coin  in  my  cellar,  and  may 
mention  incidentally,  as  it  were,  that  I  use 
diamond-dust  on  my  garden  walks.'  " 
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''Garden  walks!  Wliy,  only  a  moment 
ago  you  told  us  that  the  princess  was  in- 
carcerated in  a  castle!"  broke  in  Harold, 
sure  of  his  point  this  time. 

''That's  all  right  too,"  exclaimed  Tom. 
with  a  gleam  of  triumph  in  his  eye.  This 
was  a  roof-garden. ' ' 

"Good  again!"  shouted  Milly,  clapping 
her  hands  in  glee. 

Tom  took  up  the  thread  of  his  romance 
and  continued  the  reading  of  the  note : — 

"  'I'Tow  if  you  will  only  kill  the  bloody 
tyrant  Ka  Ko,  who  keeps  me  from  you,  I 
will  marry  you  and  see  to  it  that  you  are 
made  a  king. 

Yours  to  the  death, 

Lilian. ' 

"On  receipt  of  this  note  I  resolved  to 
kill  the  t3a'ant.  In  order  to  more 
speedily  accomplish  this  object  I  took  my 
net,  and  started  to  v'limb  the  steep  road  to 
the  castle.  I  could  see  the  fair  princess 
clapping  her  hands  with  delight  at  one  of 
the  upper  windows  as  she  noticed  me  draw 
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near  the  postern-gate,  and  the  sight 
nerved  me  to  do  my  best.  Pretty  soon  I 
saw  the  ogre.  He  was  dressed  like  any 
ordinary  ogre,  that  is  to  say,  he  wore  a 
bkie  beard,  had  large  green  eyes  and  car- 
ried a  terrible  sword.  He  had  also  a 
hunch-back." 

^'  *Ho,  caitiff,  why_  comest  thou  here? 
Is  it  to  kill  the  ogre  Ka  Ko  and  marry  the 
fair  princess  Lilian  1'  he  asked." 

''Yes,"  I  replied. 

*'  'Die!'  he  thereupon  exclaimed,  at  the 
same  time  brandishing  his  sword. 

"But  before  he  could  cleave  me  through 
I  threw  the  net  around  him,  and  soon  had 
him  all  tangled  up  in  its  meshes." 

"Couldn't  he  have  cut  himself  loose 
with  his  sword?"  asked  Harold  with  ap- 
parent imiocence. 

'No!"  answered  Tom  decisively. 
Why?"  asked  Milly. 
'Because,"  answered  Tom  slowly  "it 
was  a  steel- wire  net." 

Ah,  to  be  sure !    A  steel- wire  net !    To 
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be  sure!"  muriiiiired  Harold,  a  faraway 
loolv  in  his  eyes. 

''As  soon  as  I  had  properly  dispatched 
him,  which  by  the  way  did  not  take  long, 
I  tossed  him  down  the  side  of  the  steep 
rock  into  the  sea  below,  and  the  moment 
he  struck  the  water,  the  mermaids  pro- 
ceeded to  devour  him.  The  next  instant 
the  huge  gates  of  the  castle  opened,  the 
musicians  started  to  play,  and  the  princess 
*  rushed  into  my  manly  arms.  We  were  at 
once  married,  and  lived  happily  ever  af- 
terwards. ' ' 

''What  the  dickens  are  you  doing  here, 
then!"  shouted  Harold. 

''Didn't  you  ever  hear  of  an  astral 
bodv?"  asked  Tom. 

"Yes,"  answered  Harold. 

"Well,  this  all  happened  in  my  astral 
body,"  was  the  quick  reph^,  and  Milly 
screamed. 


(11) 


CHAPTER  XVII 

TFIE  next  day,  as  Tom  was  looking 
down  the  river,  a  canoe  with  a  single 
occupant  came  slowly  into  view.  The 
lone  voyageur  was  evidently  very  tired, 
for  he  paddled  wearily.  At  times  he  would 
stop  and  lean  heavily  on  his  paddle.  Sud- 
denly, as  Tom  was  looking  at  him,  he 
seemed  to  lose  control  of  himself,  and,  to 
poor  Tom's  dismay,  he  saw  him  fall  heav- 
ily into  the  forward  part  of  the  canoe.  It 
did  not  take  the  boy  long  to  give  the  alarm, 
you  may  be  sure,  nor  Louis  more  than  a 
few  minutes  to  reach  the  stricken  travel- 
ler. Soon  he  arrived  at  the  camp  with  his 
human  cargo,  and  in  a  very  short  space  of 
time  had  him  stretched  out  on  the  soft 
turf  in  front  of  the  large  tent.  To  all  ap- 
pearances he  was  as  one  dead,  but  a  stiff 
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glass  of  brandy  revived  him  and  in  a  few 
minutes  he  opened  his  eyes. 

^'Why,  he  is  an  old  Indian!"  exclaimed 
Tom. 

''Yes,  and  a  chief  too,"  commented 
Louis.  "AYonder  wat  ee  do  ere?" 

"He  is  about  on  liis  last  legs  T  should 
say,"  broke  in  Harold.  "Why,  his  heart 
scarcely  beats  at  all ! " 

"Guess  ee  trjdn  to  get  to  Rama  where 
de  rest  hov  de  Indians  stay, ' '  mused  Louis 
half-aloud. 

"Well,  we  can't  leave  him  out  in  the  hot 
sun!  Come,  bear  a  hand  here  and  let's 
carry  him  into  the  large  tent,  and  place 
him  on  the  rugs ! ' '  cried  Billy. 

After  another  warm  drink  (of  nourish- 
ing soup  this  time)  the  old  chief  sank  into 
a  light  and  peaceful  slumber  from  which 
he  did  not  w^ake  till  late  the  next  day.  In 
the  course  of  a  couple  of  days  he  was  able 
to  talk  about  himself  a  little,  and  from 
what  he  uttered  from  time  to  time  the 
campers  Avere  able  to  gather  that  (as  Louis 
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had  surmised)  he  was  on  his  way  back  to 
the  remnant  of  his  tribe  to  die  in  their 
midst.  At  intervals  he  would  rally;  but 
it  soon  became  obvious  to  the  campers 
that  the  shadow  of  death  was  hovering 
over  his  spirit.  When  it  was  clearly  evi- 
dent that  the  death-agony  was  not  far  dis- 
tant Louis  was  despatched  with  a  message 
to  the  agent  at  Rama  setting  forth  the 
facts  and  imploring  that  a  party  should  be 
sent  down  at  once  to  take  him  away. 

Scarcely  had  the  sturdy  half-breed  dis- 
appeared from  view  than  a  change  came 
over  the  countenance  of  the  aged  chief. 
As  often  happens  in  such  cases  the  intel- 
lect of  the  dying  man  became  clear,  and 
signifying  that  all  slKnikl  gather  round, 
he  started  to  speak,  or  rather  to  chant  in 
broken,  almost  incoherent  English  as  fol- 
lows : — 

''The  pale-faced  warriors  are  good! 
Gitchie  Manitou  will  reward  them !  I  am 
the  last  of  the  sons  of  thunder,  and  I  die 
like  my  fathers!     The  weak  Indians  at 
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Rama  pray  like  the  pale-face,  and  that  is 
good  for  them !  But  I  have  not  f oi'gotten 
the  Tree-God,  and  the  God  of  the  wind, 
and  I  pra}^  not,  but  dance  and  sing  to  the 
Thunder-Manitou !  Where  should  I  go 
but  to  Kee-waj^-din,  where  the  ^Yinds  fight, 
and  the  white  man  comes  not  because  the 
trees  are  small  and  the  rock  holds  no 
metal?  There  are  the  deer  and  the  bear 
and  the  fish ;  there  too  stavs  Gitchie  Mani- 
tou,  the  mighty,  waiting  for  his  Indian 
children.  Now  (and  at  this  point  the  tears 
ran  down  the  bronzed  cheeks  of  the  dying 
Indian)  the  white  man  seeks  the  white 
metal,  and  farther  and  farther  north 
where  it  is  cold,  fly  the  deer  and  the  bear 
and  the  fish.  Wherever  the  pale-face 
comes  the  redman  forgets  to  hunt  and  be- 
comes fat  and  filled  v  itli  disease  and  dies. 
But  I  care  not  for  tlieir  fiery  Skit-a-wa- 
boo !  I  love  not  their  flour  and  their  meat ! 
I,  the  last  of  the  sons  of  thunder,  last  of 
the  mighty  warriors,  love  the  clear  stream 
and  the  bark  wigwam  and  the  still  forest ! 
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Far  away  I  flee,  and  whenever  they  ask 
me  at  the  forts  wlic^re  the  yellow  metal  is 
I  laugh  and  laugh !  I  have  fought  the  Cree 
and  the  Blackfoot;  my  tomahawk  has 
drunk  its  fill.  Many  scalps  have  I  taken ! 
Behold,  moons  ago  when  my  people  were 
brave,  I  have  looked  upon  the  high  moun- 
tains to  the  west,  and  many  a  buffalo  have 
I  slain  on  the  great  plains !  On  my  steed 
have  I  raced  with  fire,  and  in  my  canoe 
have  I  slain  the  rapid,  and  in  my  rage  I 
have  changed  the  soul  of  Manitou  and 
made  him  angry  with  me  against  my 
enemies  I  Ah  ha!  I  remember  when  the 
proud  foe,  the  Blackfoot,  scoffed  against 
me  and  my  people !  I  see  them  now  in  the 
light  of  the  morning!  They  shake  their 
lances !  They  twang  their  bow-strings  in 
derision,  in  the  light  of  the  morning! 
Their  women  laugh  and  taunt!  In  the 
evening  I  see  the  plains  red  with  blood, 
and  the  women  are  screaming  at  the  saddle 
as  we  bear  them  off  to  the  woods  whither 
no  Blackfoot  dare  follow  tis.     Full  soon 
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they  will  laugh  and  cook  and  forget  since 
it  is  their  way!  The  Blackfeet!  Where 
are  they?  Ah  ha!  they  knew  not  the 
strength  of  the  brave !  They  despised  the 
sons  of  thunder,  last  of  the  mighty;  sons 
of  Gitchie  Manitou !  And  now  I  die  like 
an  old  dog  in  the  tent  of  the  pale-face !  It 
is  well !  The  pale-face  shall  find  the  yellow 
metal !  He  has  been  kind !  Let  him  take 
my  belt  of  wampum  given  me  by  my 
father,  the  mighty !  It  shall  tell  him  where 
the  yellow  metal  lies  in  shining  heaps! 
See,"  the  old  chief  exclaimed,  rising  up 
out  of  the  cushions  on  which  he  was  lying 
"see  the  great  land  with  game  and  wig- 
wams countless!  Look,  there  stands  Git- 
chie Manitou  himself  tall  as  a  pine  tree, 
and  his  face,  how  kind !  Look  at  the  great 
herds  of  buffalo,  of  deer !  Hear  the  dogs ! 
Listen  to  the  chants  of  the  people!  My 
father.  Oh—"  but  the  old  chief  never 
finished.  With  a  shudder  he  threw  up 
his  hands,  gazed  wildly  around  for  a  mo- 
ment and  fell  back  dead. 
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Tenderl}^  they  laid  liim  out  on  a  bier  of 
hemlock  boughs,  and  reverently  they  sat 
by  the  age-worn  form,  majestic  in  death. 

*'Here  is  the  wampum-belt  the  old  chief 
spoke  of  when  he  was  raving,"  said  Billy 
as  he  was  engaged  in  arranging  the  body. 
"I  guess  you  had  better  keep  it!  There 
may  be  something  in  what  he  said !  Wlio 
knows!" 

^'It  is  a  beautiful  piece  of  work  any- 
how," replied  Harold  as  he  surveyed  the 
intricate  pattern  and  the  fineness  of  the 
weave. 

That  very  night,  in  the  light  of  the 
camp-fire,  the  belt  of  the  old  chief  was 
studied  carefully,  and  in  a  little  pocket 
they  were  rewarded  by  finding  a  chart 
covered  with  many  strange  inscriptions, 
and  marked  at  one  point  with  a  symbol 
which  Bilh^  said  stood  for  gold. 

The  next  morning  Louis  returned  bring- 
ing with  him  a  party  of  Indians  from 
The  Reserve".    These  tenderly  placed 


a 


THE  WILDERNESS  CAMPERS         155 

the  body  of  the  aged  chief  in  a  canoe  and 
bore  it  awav  with  them  to  the  settlement 
at  Rama. 


CHxYPTER  XVIII 

AFTER  the  events  recorded  in  our 
last  chapter  it  was  decided  to  send 
Louis  down  the  river  to  find  out  if 
any  word  had  arrived  from  the  south  rela- 
tive to  the  coming  of  Dr.  Talbot.  The 
little  hamlet  of  Waubaushene  had  been 
agreed  upon  as  the  point  to  which  such 
word  should  be  sent.  Louis  made  the  trip 
down  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time 
and  got  back  tlie  next  morning  bearing 
with  him  a  whole  batch  of  correspondence 
together  witli  a  lot  of  papers  and  maga- 
zines. The  letters,  it  need  scarcely  be  said, 
were  eagerly  devoured  by  the  news- 
famished  campers. 

In  a  letter  to  Harold  the  doctor  an- 
nomiced  that  in  the  course  of  a  couple  of 
weeks  at  most,  it  was  his  present  intention 
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to  go  north  to  his  hunting-lodge  at  Cache 
Bay,  and  further  that  he  intended  not  only 
to  bring  his  wife  and  niece  but  Mrs.  Beau- 
champ  also.  The  last  paragraph  of  the 
letter  ran  as  follows: — ''I  suppose  that 
you  are  all  by  this  time  camped  somewhere 
on  the  lower  Severn.  If  so,  I  think  that 
you  had  better  stay  there  at  least  a  coujDle 
of  weeks  longer.  It  is  an  ideal  camping- 
spot,  perfectly  sheltered  from  the  west 
winds,  and  affords  fairly  good  fishing. 
Shall  meet  you  in  the  course  of  a  couple 
of  weeks  at  Penetanguishene.  Till  then, 
adieu!" 

There  was  joy  in  the  camp  that  day — 
wild,  hilarious  joy.  The  fishing  was  left 
entirely  to  the  two  men,  and,  in  place  of 
seeking  adventures,  Tom  gave  himself  up 
to  a  series  of  wild  battles  which  he  had 
found  vividly  portrayed  in  the  pages  of  a 
boy's  magazine.  A  week  sped  by  like  a 
day,  so  full  of  healthy  enjoymxent  was 
every  hour  of  present  existence  in  the  wild 
paradise  where  they  were  now  camped. 
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Life,  for  the  first  week  was  liealtliily  com- 
moiiplace.  Not  a  single  member  of  the 
party  had  what,  by  any  stretch  of  the 
imagination,  might  be  called  an  adven- 
ture. Before  they  shall  leave  the  shores 
of  Cherry  Lake,  however,  they  are  to  have 
an  experience  which  those  who  partici- 
pated in  are  not  likely  to  ever  forget.  It 
was  all  on  account  of  Tom,  and  tliis  was 
how  it  happened : 

One  morning  early,  while  Harold  and 
Tom  were  out  on  the  river  trolling  for 
pike,  Tom  suddenly  exclaimed  ''Look  at 
the  owl  sitting  on  the  stump,  will  you ! ' ' 

"Where?"  shouted  Harold,  at  the  same 
time  starting  to  haul  in  the  fish  ^^'llicll  he 
was  at  that  moment  engaged  in  playing. 

''Right  over  near  the  shore!  See  it 
moving  its  wings!" 

"I  don't  think  it  is  an  owl!  It 
looks  to  me  like — By  Jove  it  is!  What 
a  chance  for  a  snap-shot  with  my 
camera ! ' ' 

"What  is  it?"  asked  Tom  breathlesslv. 
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*'W]iy,  you  stupid,  cau't  you  see!    It's  a 
moose ! ' ' 

'^  Will  it  bite  ?"  asked  Tom  breathlessly. 
''Bite !  I'm  sure  I  don't  know !  We'll  soon 
find  out  though !  Haul  in  your  tackle  and 
let's  paddle  over  to  it!" 

"I've  heard  of  moose,"  remarked  Tom 
apprehensively.  "They  are  very  danger- 
ous, Harold!  They  can  swim  three  times 
as  fast  as  a  man,  and  thev  have  never  been  % 
known  to  give  up  the  chase.  There  are 
instances  where  they  have  battered  down 
a  tree,  and  they  roar  dreadfully.  I  don't 
care  for  myself,  but  if  ^lilly  should  hear 
the  moose  roaring  she  would  go  wild. ' ' 

"Don't  want  to  go,  eh !  Very  good !  I'll 
I)addle  ashore  and  let  3'ou  out,  and  tell  the 
rest  when  we  get  home ! ' ' 

Tom  stiffened  on  hearing  this  dire 
threat ;  more  so  as  the  moose,  which  they 
had  all  the  while  been  approaching,  did 
not  seem  disposed  to  attack  them.  Indeed, 
so  intent  was  it  on  eating  water-lily  pads, 
which  it  pulled  up  from  the  bottom  of  th(! 
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stream,  that  it  did  not  even  deign  to  notice 
them.  Slowly  the  canoe  approached  to 
within  fifty  yards.  The  moose  moved  not. 
Gradually  the  delicate  craft  floated  closer 
and  closer  until  it  was  not  distant  more 
than  ten  yards.  At  this  point  the  boys 
came  to  a  dead  halt  on  the  perfectly  still 
Avater  and  watched  the  great  creature  at 
its  morning  repast.  Suddenly  Tom  struck 
the  surface  of  the  water  according  to  a 
pre-arrangement  and  the  sharp  repoi't 
that  followed  had  the  desired  effect.  The 
great  animal  (it  was  a  cow)  lifted  a  pair 
of  beautiful  large  eyes,  and  catching  sight 
of  the  two  intruders,  drew  its  two  front 
feet  out  of  the  mud,  stood  transfixed  for  a 
nxoment,  during  which  interval  Harold 
snapped  it,  wheeled  around,  and  rushed 
for  the  shore.  Presently  it  trotted  off  into 
the  forest  at  a  vast  swinging  pace. 

''All,  ha!"  exclaimed  Harold,  ''there 
must  be  a  moose-yard  around  here  some- 
where, and  if  so,  w^e  shall  have  a  jolly  time 
finding  it !  By  Jove,  I  vote  we  start  right 
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after  breakfast  with  Louis !  What  do  you 
sayf' 

''"V^Hiat  is  a  moose-yard  T'  asked  Tom 
cautiously.  ''Why  a  place  where  the 
moose  gather  at  night  to  sleep,  of  course ! 
Where  they  "round  up"  to  make  use  of  a 
western  expression. 

''Any  danger?"  was  Tom's  next  ques- 
tion. "No,  of  course  not!"  replied  Harold. 

"Well,  in  that  case  I'll  go;  pi'ovided 
that  3^ou  let  me  get  up  a  tree  when  we  get 
near  the  yard." 

"You  may  stand  on  your  head  for  all  I 
care!"  retorted  Harold  quite  un- 
graciously. 

Louis  thought  faA'Orably  of  the  project, 
and  after  breakfast,  the  trio,  provided 
with  guns,  ammunition,  etc.,  started  forth. 

"How  far  off  do  you  think  the  yard  is  ?" 
asked  Harold,  after  they  had  surveyed  the 
tracks  of  the  moose. 

"Oh,  I  don't  know!  Guess  bout  two, 
tree  miles.  Take  hus  bout  two  hower  to 
get  there.    Trail  hall  hover  rocks ! ' ' 
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The  trail,  if  such  it  coukl  be  called,  was 
indeed  very  bad;  in  point  of  fact  there 
wasn't  any  trail  discernible  at  all,  at  times. 
If  the  boys  had  depended  on  their  own 
knowledge  of  woodcraft  to  bring  them 
within  sight  of  the  "yard"  they  would 
have  fared  but  poorly.  As  it  was,  it  took 
all  Louis '  knowledge  of  the  woods  to  guide 
them  in  the  right  direction.  They  got  at 
last  into  a  veritable  stretch  of  forest- 
tangle,  but  saw  no  sign  of  the  moose.  They 
stumbled  over  rotten  logs,  slipped  and  fell 
over  mossy  rocks,  and  floundered  in  single 
file  through  boggy  places  but  no  glimpse 
of  towering  antlers  relieved  their  eyes. 
After  about  another  hour  of  hard  work  it 
was  decided  to  call  a  halt  bv  the  side  of  a 
crystal  forest-pool.  All  three  were  blown 
and  tired.  Tom  was  liungrj^,  and  refused 
point-blank  to  go  another  inch  without 
something  to  eat.  It  was  useless  to  argue. 
If  he  couldn't  have  something  to  eat  he 
would  go  back.  Didn't  care  for  the  ugly 
old  moose  anyhow. 
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'^Ilave  your  own  way !  Only  please  don't 
take  all  dav ! ' '  said  Harold  as  he  stretched 
himself  on  a  soft  bed  of  pine-needles  and 
closed  his  eyes  preparatory  to  a  dose. 

No  sooner  had  Tom  all  but  finished  his 
repast  of  bread  and  jam  than  a  low  drum- 
ming sound  was  heard  to  the  right. 

^'What's  that?"  exclaimed  Harold 
starting  up. 

*' Partridge!"  replied  Louis,  as  he 
picked  up  his  gun. 

^'Oh,  let's  go  and  shoot  some!"  cried 
Tom,  stuffing  the  remainder  of  the  bread 
and  jam  into  his  mouth. 

''Now,  you  are  talking  sense!"  cried 
Harold,  as  he  slipped  a  cartridge  into  his 
gun — a  beautiful  ''Manton"  that  had  be- 
longed to  his  father. 

The  three  hunters  quickly  located  the 
partridges  (there  were  three  of  them). 
The  moment  they  came  clearly  in  view 
two  guns  rang  out  as  one,  and  a  sudden  fall 
and  flutter  of  feathers  told  of  the  deadly 
character  of  the  aim.    Back  to  the  trail 
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they  all  started  in  high  glee.  It  did  not 
take  them  long,  you  may  be  sure,  to  pluck 
and  clean  the  birds,  and  soon  they  were 
roasting  over  a  freshly-kindled  fire. 

*'By  Gemini,  this  pool  is  full  of  trout!" 
suddenly  shouted  Tom. 

''Want  some?"  queried  the  half-breed. 
"Don't  I!   Just  try  me!"  answered  Tom. 

''I  get  some  for  you,"  was  the  matter- 
of-fact  reply  of  the  guide. 

Much  to  the  boys'  amazement  the  skil- 
ful hunter  started  to  hollow  out  a  piece  of 
wood.  Next  he  filled  the  hollow  thus  made 
with  a  large  charge  of  giant-powder  which 
he  placed  in  a  hollow  shell,  closing  the  end 
with  a  metal  cap  which  allowed  a  small 
fuse  to  pass  through.  When  all  was  com- 
pleted he  ordered  the  boys  to  get  out  of  the 
way,  then,  applying  a  match  to  the  end  of 
the  fuse,  he  j)ushed  the  whole  arrangement 
out  into  the  centre  of  the  pool.  In  a  few 
minutes  thereafter  the  boys  heard  a  dull 
report,  and  when  they  came  l)ack  to  the 
basin  half  a  dozen  fine  trout  lay  floating  on 
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the  surface.  Tliey  broiled  the  largest  on 
the  spot,  and  hung  up  the  remainder  on  a 
young  sapling,  proposing  to  get  them  on 
their  return  to  camp.  They  did  not  bring 
the  fish  back  as  per  their  intention.  The 
reason  for  this  apparent  neglect  ^Yill  be 
made  clear  further  on. 

They  had  just  finished  eating,  and  were 
lolling  lazily  in  the  forest  shade  when 
Harold,  who  had  been  straining  his  ears 
to  catch  every  sound,  suddenly  cried, 
^'Hark!   What  is  that!" 

In  a  moment  a  sound  of  distant  crashing 
was  heard.  *' Moose!"  exclaimed  Louis. 
''We  not  very  far  from  de  yard  now!" 

''Oh,  I  say,  fellows  we've  had  enough 
fun  for  one  day!  I  vote  that  we  go 
home ! ' '  pleaded  Tom. 

"T\^iat,  go  home  just  as  we  are  there! 
Not  much,  my  boy!"  said  Harold. 

Crestfallen  and  very  much  afraid  Tom 
trudged  on  with  the  rest. 

'Hist!"  It  was  Louis  who  spoke.  Tom 
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could  hear  his  heart  thump  in  his  bosom 
like  a  trip-hammer  as  he  stood  stock-still. 

'^Come  on!"  gently  whispered  the 
guide,  but  Tom  was  determined  to  stay 
where  he  was,  and  did  not  hesitate  to  say 
so. 

"Very  well,"  said  Harold,  '^do  just 
what  you  like  in  the  matter !  We  will  not 
be  very  long  away !  Stay  right  where  you 
are,  near  this  tall  pine  tree,  and  we  will 
pick  you  up  on  our  way  back ! ' ' 


CHAPTER  XIX 

NOW,  it  is  not  in  the  nature  of  any 
hoy  to  remain  perfectly  still  in  any 
one  place  even  for  so  short  a  space 
of  time  as  a  minute.  Consequently,  in  less 
than  half  that  time,  Tom  had  shifted  his 
position  considerably.  The  real  truth  is, 
that  being  of  a  very  mercurial  tempera- 
ment he  decided,  the  moment  Harold  and 
Louis  were  out  of  sight,  to  make  a  tour  of 
inspection  on  his  own  account.  So  he 
forthwith  started  agreeably  to  his  own 
resolution.  First  some  bright  red  flowers 
caught  his  fancy,  and  he  must  needs  wan- 
der off  to  pick  them.  A  beautiful  scarlet 
bird  flew  off  to  a  distant  covert  and  he  was 
fain  to  follow  in  order  that  he  might 
catch  a  glimiDse  of  it  while  at  rest.  A  por- 
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cupine  ambled  lazily  along,  and  lie  almost 
died  of  laughter  chasing  it  to  its  lair.  Now 
all  this  consumed  more  or  less  time,  in- 
deed, a  full  half  hour  had  already  sped. 
Suddenly  it  dawned  upon  the  boy  that  he 
should  begin  soon  to  hear  the  steady  foot- 
falls of  the  approaching  moose-hunters; 
but  he  heard  nothing.  The  forest  was  still 
with  all  the  stillness  of  swooning  noontide. 

He  began  to  get  a  little  afraid  of  being 
"so  much  alone"  as  he  expressed  it  to 
himself.  He  had  just  about  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  would  cry  out  when — Bang ! 

Shortly  before  Tom  had  definitely  made 
up  his  mind  that  he  had  had  enough  of 
rambling  on  his  own  account,  Harold  and 
Louis  were  crawling  noiselessly  along 
through  the  dense  brush,  and  were  actu- 
ally within  a  few  yards  of  the  moose.  In 
a  few  minutes  they  gained  a  vantage- 
ground  in  the  shape  of  a  large  rock,  and 
were  able  to  survey  the  entire  herd  at 
leisure.  Of  course,  they  had  not  the 
slightest  intention  of  shooting  the  noble 
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animals,  as  it  was  not  only  out  of  season, 
])iit,  on  account  of  their  rapidly  diminish- 
ing number  they  had  been  protected  by  the 
government  for  a  term  of  ten  years.  Once 
safely  on  the  rock  they  gazed  in  security 
at  the  giant  animals  at  play  and  Harold 
was  able  to  get  some  unique  negatives. 
The  great  monarch  of  the  herd,  with  his 
magnificent  sweep  of  antlers  filled  them 
with  admiration;  while  the  young  calves 
ambled  about  after  the  cows  in  so  comical 
a  fashion  that  Harold  could  scarcely  re- 
frain from  laughing  outright.  ^ '  Truly  the 
baby-moose  is  the  ugliest,  awkwardest 
baby-animal  in  the  world!"  he  exclaimed 
to  Louis. 

''Go  back  now*?"  asked  the  half-breed. 
"Upon  my  word,  I  had  clean  forgotten 
about  Tom !  He  must  be  dead-tired  wait- 
ing for  us!  Let's  hurry  back!" 

In  rising  Harold  carelessly  seized  his 
gun,  and,  in  so  doing,  brushed  the  hair- 
trigger  against  a  twig.  The  result  was  a 
loud  but  fortunately  harmless  explosion. 
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In  a  moment  the  herd  of  moose  stampeded 
through  the  forest. 

"Wasn't  it  a  magnificent  sight?"  cried 
Harokl,  his  eyes  shining  with  rapture. 

Before  Louis  could  reply  both  were 
startled  by  a  loud  piercing  shriek  which 
seemed  to  come  from  the  direction  which 
the  moose  had  taken. 

"That  w^as  Tom's  voice,"  cried  Harold 
in  a  tone  of  deep  anguish.  "He  has  been 
run  down  by  the  moose!  He  has  been 
killed !  Oh  Tom !  Tom !  how  thoughtless 
I  have  been !  Wliat  will  Millv,  what  will 
mother  say ! ' ' 

"Oh,  ee  safe  you  bet !  Eee  scared  hat  de 
moose,  dat's  hall!  "We  soon  catch  hup  to 
him!"  said  Louis  reassuringly. 

Harold  needed  no  second  urging  to  fol- 
low, and  soon  both  were  hot  on  the  trail 
of  the  fleeing  moose.  On  they  rushed, 
Harold  shouting  at  the  top  of  his  voice 
and  Louis  giving  from  time  to  time  his 
Indian  yell.  Still  no  signs  of  Tom.  It 
began  to   grow   ao-onizing.     Round   and 
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round  they  went  together ;  but  not  a  trace 
did  they  find  of  the  missing  boy.  The  earth 
seemed  to  have  swallowed  him  up.  At 
last  Harold,  worn  out  and  dispirited, 
could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  sitting  down 
on  a  stump,  he  sobbed  as  though  his  heart 
were  broken.  Even  Louis  could  not  re- 
frain from  betraying  his  deep  anxiety. 
Suddenly  his  keen  eye  caught  sight  of  a 
bunch  of  flowers.  He  scanned  them  care- 
fully, and  noted  that  the  stalks  were  still 
wet  with  their  own  juice.  Next  he  dis- 
covered the  imprint  of  a  boy's  boot.  In  an 
instant  all  the  instincts  of  the  hunter  were 
awake.  He  followed  the  tracks  to  a  large 
tree,  and  noted  from  the  deepness  of  the 
impression  that  Tom  had  stood  in  that 
particular  place  for  a  considerable  time. 
Next  he  followed  the  irregular  tracks 
made  when  he  engaged  in  chasing  the  por- 
cupine. He  pointed  all  these  things  out 
to  Harold  who  followed  him  with  breath- 
less excitement.  A  little  distance  the  steps 
came  to  a  sudden  stop.    With  speechless 
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grief  Harold  pointed  out  the  marks  made 
by  the  flying  moose.  It  all  seemed  clear 
now — Tom  had  been  surprised  and  run 
down  by  the  terrified  animals. 

''Perhaps  ee  not  killed  hafter  hall," 
said  Louis  reassuringly,  though  his  looks 
belied  his  words. 

Cast  down  in  spirit  they  started  their 
weary  search  for  what  they  felt  would 
prove  in  the  end  to  be  the  lifeless  body 
of  the  boy.  For  a  full  half  hour  they  beat 
the  bush,  but  no  sign  of  Tom  living  or  dead 
could  be  found.  ''I  tell  you  what!"  ex- 
claimed Louis  at  length,  ' '  ee  no  dead !  Ee 
ave  jump  to  one  side  hand  run  away  to  de 
river !    We  fire  hoft'  rifle ! ' ' 

''Anything!"  cried  Harold  desperately. 
In  an  instant  the  sharp  crack  of  a  rifle 
woke  the  silent  echoes  of  the  forest. 

"What  was  that?"  cried  Harold,  as  a 
low,  hollow  sound  was  heard  apparently 
right  under  foot. 

''Tom!  Tom!"  shouted  Harold  hys- 
terically.  Tom!  Where  are  you?" 
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Again  the  indistinguisliable  noise  was 
heard,  this  time  more  definite  in  its  loca- 
tion. 

Louis  gave  a  leap  into  a  bed  of  fern, 
and,  to  Harold's  intense  amazement,  was 
suddenly  and  mysteriously  swallowed  up 
of  earth.  In  an  instant  the  noise  was  re- 
doubled. At  once  it  flashed  ui)on  Harold 
that  the  bed  of  fern  might  be  the  screen  of 
some  cave  or  well  and  that  Tom  in  his 
fright  had  unintentionally  jumped  into  it. 
Approaching  to  the  edge  of  the  ferns  he 
brushed  them  aside  and  peering  down  he 
cried  out: ''Tom?  Louis'?  Are  you  both 
there?" 

''Yes!"  came  back  the  welcome  voices 
as  one.  "Hurrah!"  shouted  Harold  in 
ecstasy.  "Hurrah!"  came  feebly  back 
from  the  cave. 

"Is  it  deep?"  was  Harold's  next  ques- 
tion. 

"'Bout  ten  feet,  but  de  wall  his  steep 
han  we  can't  climb  hup !  Better  cut  down 
two  trees  han  make  a  ladder.    Quick  has 
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you  like.  My  hankie  sore!"  answered 
Tjouis. 

It  did  not  take  Harold  long  to  cut  down 
two  stout  saplings,  but  it  was  not  so  easy 
a  matter  to  bind  on  the  rungs.  With  a 
little  patience,  however,  he  was  able  to 
accomplish  this  in  a  fairly  satisfactory 
manner,  and  the  ladder  was  lowered  into 
the  cave. 

Tom  was  the  first  to  emerge  into  the 
clear  sunlight  which  he  did  with  a  whoop 
that  might  have  been  heard  in  the  distant 
camp.  A  moment  after  Louis  followed 
suit.  His  ankle  was  only  slightly  skinned, 
and  the  pain  soon  passed  away. 

''What  kind  of  a  place  is  it  anyhow?" 
asked  Harold  peering  cautiously  over  the 
edge. 

"  It 's  a  cave !  A  diamond  cave !  That 's 
what  it  is!  Why  there  are  enough  dia- 
monds down  there  to  buy  up  London ! ' ' 

Louis  only  grinned — he  knew  better.  It 
was  at  once  agreed  that  they  should  malce 
a  second  descent.    Louis  speedily  rigged 
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up  a  stout  ladder,  selected  some  pitchy 
pine-knots,  and  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
all  three  were  at  the  bottom. 


F 


CHAPTER  XX 

IRST  of  all  they  threw  the  pine- 
knots  which  Louis  had  gathered  on 
the  floor  of  the  cavern;  then  all 
cautiously  descended,  Tom  bringhig  up 
the  rear.  It  was  but  the  work  of  a  mo- 
ment to  light  a  fire,  and  soon  the  yellow 
flames  shot  upward  in  a  Avild  glare  toward 
the  ceiling.  The  sight  revealed  by  the 
fiercely-burning  knots  was  startlingly 
magnificent.  They  were  in  an  enchanted 
cave,  sure  enough!  The  walls  of  the  cav- 
ern glittered  as  though  studded  with  dia- 
monds. The  radiance  was  almost  too 
much  to  be  borne. 

''Didn't  I  tell  you  that  it  was  a  diamond 
cave ! ' '  shouted  Tom  in  wild  glee. 

''I  am  indeed  sorry  that  candor  com- 
l^els  me  to  inform  you  that  it  is  not  a  dia- 
mond cave  at  all,"  answered  Harold.    'Mt 
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is,  I  should  judge,  a  genuine  cave  of  ame- 
thyst, and  one  of  the  finest  of  its  kind  in 
existence." 

Amethyst  isn't  valuable,"  wailed  Tom 

and  I  wanted  a  new  gun,  and  a  steam- 
yacht,  and  ever  so  many  things !  But  it  is 
just  my  luck  I  I  call  it  a  mean  shame,  I 
do!" 

But  all  further  grumbling  on  the  part 
of  master  Tom  was  cut  short  by  Harold 
suddenly  exclaiming:  ''Say,  fellows,  look 
here  will  you?" 

' '  What  '^  Where  1 ' '  asked  Tom  anxious- 

ly. 

''Here,"  cried  Harold  triumphantly, 
holding  aloft  in  the  narrow  streak  of  light 
that  pierced  through  the  ferns,  a  strange- 
looking  cup. 

"What  is  if?"  asked  Tom  gazing  curi- 
ously at  the  object.  "Can't  say  just  now ! 
We  shall  have  to  wait  till  we  get  out  into 
the  light !  Meantime,  I  think  we  had  bet- 
ter keep  up  the  search!  There  may  be 
more  valuable  things  in  the  cave  than  this ! 
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It  really  looks  as  tliougli  we  had  struck  a 
cave  that  has  been  used  at  some  time  or 
another  for  the  secretion  of  treasure.  Tom 
you  dig  in  that  corner!  It  looks  likc^  a 
likely  spot!  Share  and  share  alike  mind." 
Tom  did  as  he  was  told.  It  did  not  take 
long  with  a  huge  clasp-knife  to  root  up 
the  soft  dirt  in  the  corner  allotted  to  him 
and  which  had  apparently  lain  there  un- 
disturbed for  centuries.  Suddenly  his 
knife  struck  something  which,  whatever 
it  might  j)rove  to  be  in  the  light  of  day, 
certainly  was  not  earth.  With  further 
investigation  one  thing  became  clear: 
something  had  been  buried  just  where  he 
was  now  digging  and  he,  Tom,  had  stum- 
bled upon  it!  By  this  time  the  boy  had 
started  to  breathe  hard  and  the  perspira- 
tion fairly  rolled  off  his  face.  By  dint  of 
hard  work  he  at  last  laid  bare  what  felt 
like  a  huge  ])ag  covered  with  hair.  What 
could  it  be?  Strange,  golden  vistas  start- 
ed to  form  themselves  in  the  lieat(^d  brain 
of  the  young  ex2)lorer.    One  thing  was  cer- 
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tain — it  Avas  very  lieav}' !  Do  wliat  he 
could  he  was  not  able  to  lift  it.  He  would 
open  it!  This  took  but  a  few  minutes  as 
the  thongs  that  boinid  the  bag  were  quite 
easily  cut.  Like  a  flash  the  small  bovisli 
hand  was  thrust  into  it  and  withdrawn 
full  of  dull,  yellow  coins. 

"Harold,  come  here  quick!  I  have  fouud 
the  treasure  of  the  cave ! ' '  shouted  Tom  at 
the  top  of  his  voice. 

In  an  instant  Harold  and  Louis  were  at 
his  side.  After  a  good  deal  of  hard  work 
they  succeeded  in  raising  the  bag  out  of 
its  long  hiding-place,  and  dragged  it  to 
the  mouth  of  the  cave  where  the  dim  light 
enabled  them  to  scan  it  more  narrowly. 
^AHien  they  opened  it  a  dazzling  sight  met 
their  eyes.  There  were,  to  begin  with 
parchments  all  mildewed  and  rotten  with 
age  from  which  all  trace  of  writing  had 
long  disappeared.  Next  came  a  com- 
munion set,  silver-gilt  which  bore  the  in- 
scription Pierre  Perot,  Paris  1573  fecit. 
And  lastly,  along  with  some  fine  garments, 

(13) 
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a  mass  of  gold  coins,  principally  of  the 
16th  century. 

''This  is  a  find!  Tom,  my  hoy,  I  con- 
gratulate you!   You  are  a  rich  man!" 

''Ere  somethin  dat  belong  to  de  bag!" 
suddenly  exclaimed  Louis  holding  up  a 
roll  of  half-rotten  deer-skin. 

With  trembling  fingers  Harold  undid 
the  roll  and  within  the  centre  of  it  came 
across  a  piece  of  oiled  silk  with  these 
mysterious  words  upon  it,  ''Celui  qui 
trouve  ceci  connaitra  que  je"  ""Whoever 
finds  this  will  know  that  I!"  translated 
Harold.  "By  Jove,  it  looks  as  though  the 
writer  of  this  note  had  been  interrupted 
by  some  violent  and  unexpected  intrusion 
from  Avithout,  and  had  hastily  buried  tlie 
treasure  intending  to  come  back  for  it 
again.  Wonder  if  there  isn't  something 
more !  Hello !  I  thought  so !  Here  it  is  I 
' Ouverture  secrete' — secret  passage!" 

"That  accovmts  for  it,"  exclaimed  Tom. 
"Whoever  he  was  he  did  not  die  in  tlie 
cave,  but  escai)ed  somehow  to  the  river. 
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Probably  he  knew  that  he  was  being 
tracked,  and  started  to  write  out  a  full 
account  of  himself  when  he  was  interrup- 
ted and  had  only  time  to  give  a  clue  as  to 
the  direction  he  intended  to  take." 

'*Tom,  you  are  a  regular  detective," 
cried  out  Harold  admiringh^ 

''Ee  no  come  back,"  said  Louis. 

''That's  sure,"  exclaimed  Harold.  He 
was  lu'obably  killed  in  the  secret  passage. 
There  is  absolutely  no  clue  from  anything 
we  have  unearthed  here  to-day  as  to  the 
ownership  of  this  Avealth. ' ' 

''Couldn't  we  find  hout  de  secrete  pas- 
sage?" enquired  Louis.  "Maybe  hafter 
hall  de  money  belong  to  de  mission!" 

"Well,  we  have  lots  of  time!  Let's 
search  and  see!"  replied  Harold. 

"I  say  Harold,  it's  all  rot  about  this 
money  all  belonging  to  me"  broke  iuTom. 
It's  share  and  share  alike,  and  don't  you 
forget  it.    I 'm  no  hog ! ' ' 

'You  are  a  brick,  Tom,"  was  all  Harold 


u- 
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replied,  though  it  was  easy  to  see  that  lie 
was  pleased. 

After  much  searching  Harold  at  last 
alighted  on  what  seemed  like  a  good-sized 
aperture.  In  an  instant  he  had  made 
known  his  discovery  to  the  other  two.  At 
first  the  passage-way  seemed  to  be  but  a 
second  and  smaller  cave.  As  they  ad- 
vanced, however,  it  widened  perceptibly, 
and  pretty  soon  they  w^ere  able  to  walk 
upright  and  abreast.  Evidently  they  had 
entered  upon  a  natural  tunnel  which  led 
apparently  from  the  deep  open  cavern  or 
well  to  the  outer  air  at  a  point  near  to  or 
actually  upon  the  river.  Suddenly  Harold 
who  had  been  walking  a  little  in  advance, 
gave  a  faint  scream  and  let  liis  burning 
pine-torch  fall.  The  mystery  of  the  cave 
was  revealed!  By  the  aid  of  additional 
pine-torches  all  was  made  clear.  Stretched 
out  on  the  floor  before  the  three  startled 
explorers  lay  two  skeletons  which  the  dry 
air  of  the  tunnel  had  preserved  to  a  re- 
markable degree.    Even  parts  of  the  cloth- 


THE  WIT.DEKNESS  ClAMPERS         18:1 

ing  were  intact.  One  liad  evidently  been 
partly  naked;  wliile  his  opponent  was  clad 
in  comi^aratively  rich  raiment.  In  the 
very  centre  of  the  white  man's  breast, 
where  his  heart  wonld  have  been  were  he 
alive,  lay  a  knife  of  finely  polished  jasper ; 
while  his  desiccated  hand  still  grasped  a 
silver-handled  poniard  of  an  antique  make 
and  covered  with  strange-looking  rust. 
This  latter  rested  where  it  had  evidently 
struck — where  in  life  the  carotid  artery 
would  have  been !  It  was  evident  that  the 
refugee  from  the  Huron  massacre,  for 
such  he  had  probably  been,  had  been  hunt- 
ed out  by  the  keen-scented  savage  who  had 
probably  been  detached  to  watch  the  Sev- 
ern River  in  order  to  intercept  such  as  he. 
Apparently  there  had  been  a  fierce  con- 
flict, wliich  had  likely  enough  started  in 
the  cave  proper  and  had  been  continued  to 
the  present  spot.  The  result  was  perfect- 
ly plain — both  had  perished.  It  did  not 
take  the  explorers  long  to  gather  up  the 
few  remnants  of  the  fray  which  time  had 
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left.  The  only  things  that  did  not  immedi- 
ately crumble  into  dust  were  the  bow  and 
arrows  of  the  Indian,  the  jasper  knife, 
some  silver  buttons,  a  belt  of  leather  with 
a  pouch  attached  and  the  poniard.  These 
secured,  thev  were  about  to  return  when 
Louis  suddenly  caught  hold  of  Harold's 
hand  and  held  it  like  a  vice.  At  first  the 
lad  suspected  treachery  and  was  for  free- 
ing himself  by  main  force ;  but  even  while 
he  contemplated  the  act  he  was  conscious 
that  Louis  was  trembling  and  breathing 
hard  as  though  under  some  fearful  appre- 
hension. 

''Did  you  hear  anything'?"  asked  the 
half-breed.  ' '  No !  Wliat  ? ' '  asked  Harold 
beginning  to  catch  the  contagion  of  fear. 

''I  thought  I  heard  a  rattling  sound  a 
moment  or  so  ago,"  said  Tom. 

''Listen!^'  continued  Louis  in  a  nervous 
voice.  There  was  a  moment  of  breathless 
silence,  and  then  clear  and  distinct  so  that 
there  could  be  no  mistaking  it  there  was 
borne  to  the  ears  of  the  three  listeners  a 


THE  WILDERNESS  CAAfPERS         ISo 

sound  that  has  caused  more  anguish  of 
soul  to  the  traveller  in  the  wilderness  than 
any  other — the  faint  rattle  of  the  Crotalus 
horridus !  There  was  no  doubt  of  it  now — 
they  had  stumbled  into  a  rattle-snakes' 
lair! 


CHAPTER  XXI 

ON  hearing  Louis  pronounce  the  ter- 
rible word  Tom  fainted  outright. 
Harold  said  afterwards  that  he 
could  hear  the  blood  thumping  in  his  ears. 
Louis  breathed  hard,  and,  catching  up  the 
prostrate  boy  called  out  to  Harold  ''de 
river!"  Harold  needed  no  second  bid- 
ding, but  bolted  forward  at  lightning 
speed.  It  was  now  black  as  midnight,  for 
in  the  hurr}-  and  confusion  the  torches  had 
been  allowed  to  go  out.  They  knew  not 
how  far  off  their  hideous  pursuers  might 
be,  so  they  could  but  rush  blindly  forward 
into  the  gloom.  From  time  to  time  they 
struck  against  the  sides  of  the  rocky  tun- 
nel, and,  when  it  twisted  to  the  right  or  the 
left,  as  it  frequently  did,  would  be  brought 
to  a  dead  halt.    Once  or  twice  thev  were 
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forced  to  crawl  on  their  hands  and  knees 
in  order  to  find  the  continuation  of  the 
passage,  and  more  than  once  they  were 
terrified  by  the  thought  that  they  had  been 
turned  around  and  were  making  straight 
for  the  dreaded  monsters.  Once  thev  fell 
})lindh^  forward  into  a  natural  depression, 
and  in  deadly  fright  la}^  there  for  what 
seemed  an  age.  In  realit}'  it  was  not  more 
than  a  few  seconds.  The  pace  now  began 
to  tell.  Ilarold  started  to  stagger  like  a 
drunken  man;  commenced  to  laugh  hys- 
terically ;  histly  his  limbs  gave  way  under 
him  and  he  fell  in  a  dead  faint,  completely 
done-up  on  the  floor  of  the  cave.  In  an 
instant  Louis  had  seized  him,  and  with 
sublime  resolution,  though  burdened  with 
Tom,  bore  him  forward  till  in  a  dim  way 
consciousness  started  to  return.  The  mo- 
ment Harold  recovered,  with  a  strange 
wild  crv  like  that  uttered  bv  one  in  a 
night-mare,  he  rushed  forward  into  the 
impenetrable  gloom.  Louis  quickly  fol- 
lowed and  so,  stumbling,  crying,  pra3diig, 
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])otli  ran  up  at  last  against  what  seemed 
to  be  the  end  of  tlie  timnel — the  end  of  the 
tnnnel  and  still  no  sign  of  the  river!  Har- 
okl  broke  down  ntterl}'  and  wept  in  a  silly 
maundering  sort  of  a  w^ay,  and  even  Louis 
— Louis  the  dauntless,  the  stoical,  the 
heroic — breathed  very  hard,  and  ever.v 
breath  told  plainly  of  defeat  and  despair. 

Meanwhile  Tom  had  come  to ;  and  whe- 
ther it  w^as  that  his  long  spell  of  fainting 
had  sobered  him  more  than  was  his  usual 
wont,  or  that  seeing  the  miserable  pass  to 
which  Harold  had  come  he  made  up  his 
mind,  like  a  brave  boy,  to  put  a  bold  front 
on  the  matter,  is  of  little  consequence.  The 
main  thing  was  that  he  determined  to  do  a 
little  crawling  on  his  own  account.  In 
order  to  accomplish  this,  without  saying 
anything  to  either  Louis  or  Harold,  he 
slipped  away  from  both  and  started  to  feel 
with  both  hands  along  the  damp  wall  of 
the  tunnel.  He  discovered  pretty  soon 
that  it  led  in  one  direction  and  that  Harold 
had  counted   prematurely  in   supposing 
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tliat  tlie  wall  came  to  an  end  where  lie  aiul 
Louis  were  now  seated.  Slowly  and  cau- 
tiously the  brave  boy  crept  along,  and  at 
length  was  rewarded  by  the  discovery  of  a 
fact  that  was  altogether  too  good  to  keep 
to  himself. 

* ' Harold !  Louis !  Come  here  quickly ! ' ' 
I  can  feel  the  wind,  and  I  am  sure  that  it 
blows  from  the  outside!  I  can  hear  the 
lapping  of  the  river  too !  Oh,  come  here 
quickly!   We  are  saved!" 

Li  an  instant  Louis  was  at  the  side  of 
Tom.  ^'De  win,  sure  enough!"  he  cried 
out  to  Harold. 

Once  more  the  trio  pressed  on,  this  time 
keeping  their  faces  well  against  the  wind, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  their  ears  were 
saluted  by  the  pleasant  rippling  of  water. 
A  minute  or  so  later  the  tunnel  became 
strangely  light,  and  on  turning  round  a 
corner,  they  found  themselves  in  a  cleft 
of  rock  at  the  very  edge  of  the  river.  For 
fully  ten  minutes  they  lay  panting  on  the 
damp  gravel  before  they  even  dared  to 
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congratulate  themselves  on  their  fortun- 
ate escape  from  a  horrible  death. 

Before  going  back  to  the  entrance  of  the 
cave  where  they  had  left  the  treasure,  all 
three  undressed  and  indulged  in  a  most 
refreshing  swim  in  the  clear  cool  water  of 
the  river.  After  which  they  permitted 
themselves  a  sleep  of  about  an  hour's  dur- 
ation. When  they  arrived  at  the  entrance 
once  more  a  counsel  of  war  was  held,  and 
it  was  decided  first  of  all  to  throw  a  burn- 
ing pine-torch  down  the  hole  and  observe 
the  effect.  Their  expectation  was  that 
when  the  snakes  should  see  the  bright 
glare  of  the  flame  they  would  at  once  scat- 
ter and  thus  admit  of  Louis  going  down 
not  once  but  repeatedly  in  order  to  fetch 
away  the  treasure.  In  this  way  they  were 
mistaken,  for  no  sooner  had  the  pine-torch 
started  to  burn  in  earnest  than  the  rattle- 
snakes both  large  and  small  came  out  of 
their  holes  and  literally  basked  in  the  radi- 
ance of  the  yellow  flames.  They  came  out 
])v  tens  and  hundreds  until  the  bottom  of 
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tlie  cave  seemed  to  be  nothing  but  a  mov- 
ing mass  of  dull  yellow  and  blaciv.  The 
boys  looked  down  in  awe  and  terror  at  the 
loathsome  sight. 

''It's  good-bye  to  our  treasure!"  mur- 
mured Tom  sadly.  ''Oh,  de  treasure  al- 
right," answered  Louis  reassuring^.  "I 
fix  de  snakes"  I  make  one  bomb,  han  drop 
hit  hin  de  fire,  and  den  j^ou  see  some  fun !" 

Forthwith  Louis  started  about  the 
manufacture  of  his  bomb.  It  took  him 
some  time,  but  when  it  was  finished  it  was 
a  formidable  affair.  Into  it  he  put  many 
ragged  stones  and  an  abundance  of  duck- 
sliot,  together  with  a  terriffic  charge  of 
giant-powder.  These  he  built  into  a  huge 
ball  of  clay  almost  a  half  a  foot  in  di- 
ameter. After  having  moulded  the  mass 
to  suit  himself  he  carefullv  lowered  it  into 
the  roaring  fire  below,  which  meantime 
the  boys  kept  on  feeding.  Then  they  all 
retired  to  a  safe  distance.  In  about  half 
an  hour  the  bomb  was  quite  dry. 

"Hit  go  hoff  pretty  soon,"  was  all  the 


a- 
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hal  f-breed  said.  Scarcely  were  the  words 
out  of  his  mouth  ere  a  terrific  explosion 
was  heard.  The  ground  seemed  to  shake 
under  their  feet  so  violent  was  the  shock. 
Plastily  running  to  the  mouth  of  the  cav- 
ern and  peering  over  they  could  see,  even 
through  the  white  mist  of  the  powder- 
fumes,  which  slowly  rose  into  the  air,  that 
the  experiment  had  proved  a  great  success 
The  floor  of  the  cave  was  covered  in  all 
directions  with  dead  and  dying  snakes. 
Not  one  seemed  to  have  escaped  hurt  of 
some  kind.  But  in  order  to  make  assur- 
ance doubly  sure  Harold  sent  charge  after 
charge  of  small  shot  into  the  thiclvcst 
masses  of  the  wounded  and  dvino;  mon- 
sters,  until  at  length  not  a  sign  of  life 
could  be  detected.  As  soon  as  this  had 
been  definitely  ascertained  Louis  cautious- 
ly descended  into  the  cave,  and  made  a 
reconnoitre.  He  was  not  long  in  discover- 
ing that  he  could  not  manage  to  carry  up 
the  bag  in  its  present  shape,  so  he  called 
to  Harold  to  toss  down  his  soft  felt  hat 
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in  order  that  lie  might  the  better  be  en- 
abled to  remove  the  treasure.  It  took  but 
a  few  minutes  to  accomplish  this  result, 
and  then  dividing  the  mass  of  metal  into 
three  bundles  they  wended  their  way  back 
to  camp. 

Weary  from  incessant  activity  and  ner- 
vous tension  they  arrived  at  the  tents 
about  sun-down,  too  tired  to  do  more  than 
give  the  baldest  outline  of  what  they  had 
gone  through.  Even  Tom  was  st]'angely 
dumb,  and  when  Milly  realized  all  that 
this  fact  meant  in  the  case  of  one  usually 
so  loquacious  she  became  convinced  that 
something  very  extraordinary  had  hap- 
pened. A  delicious  supper  of  bass,  freshly 
caught  by  Billy  that  very  afternoon,  which 
was  washed  down  by  sundry  cups  of  fra- 
grant Ceylon  tea,  restored  all  to  their 
usual  spirits,  and  from  that  time  on  there 
was  no  need  to  complain  of  silence  on  the 
part  of  the  adventurers.  In  Tom's  case 
the  problem  was,  how  to  keep  him  still. 
Long  after  midnight  the  marvellous  story 
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of  their  day's  experiences  was  told  and  re- 
told, and  for  the  hundredth  time  at  least, 
Milly  scanned  in  amazement  the  strange- 
looking  coins  and  the  quaint  remains  that 
had  so  stoutly  withstood  the  corroding 
acid  of  time. 

As  the  time  of  meeting  the  doctor  at 
Penetanguisliene  w^as  almost  due  it  was 
decided  before  retirement  that  the  next 
morning  they  should  break  up  camp,  and 
make  the  run  clear  to  the  Georgian  Bay. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

^^    A     LL  ready?"  asked  Billy  from  the 
y-\    foremost  canoe,  looking  back  at 

the  rest  of  the  party. 
*'Let  her  go!"  sang  back  Harold  as  he 
shoved  the  canoe  in  which  Milly  was  safely 
stowed  from  the  sandy  bar  into  the  stream. 
It  was  a  beautifull}^  clear  day  with  a 
clean  wind-swept  sky  overhead.  The 
crystal-green,  swiftly-flowing  river  never 
looked  more  enchanting  than  it  did  on  this 
particular  morning,  and  Tom  almost  cried 
as  the  camp,  with  its  stately  pine  trees, 
w^as  swept  out  of  sight  by  a  bend  of  the 
stream.  But  it  was  quite  impossible  to 
feel  sad  long  such  a  morning  as  this,  espe- 
cially as  Louis  broke  out  presently  into  a 
wild    rollicking    chanson^    churning    the 
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water  with  his  paddle  and  sending  the 
canoe  lialf  out  of  the  water  with  swift, 
strong  strokes. 

It  had  been  agreed  the  night  before  that, 
in  tlie  event  of  no  owner  turning  up  for 
the  discovered  treasure,  it  shoukl  be 
divided  among  all  five,  share  and  share 
alike.  Perhaps  this  had  something  to  do 
with  Louis'  blitheness.  Even  Billy,  usu- 
ally the  most  solemn  of  mortals,  could 
hardly  refrain  from  joining  in  some  of 
Louis'  songs,  and  when  Harold  started  up 
''Ainiie  Laurie"  he  fairly  howled  himself 
hoarse. 

They  paddled  without  interruption  till 
an  ominous  roar  told  them  plainer  than 
Avords  that  they  were  fast  ap]^roaching  the 
vicinitv  of  a  fall.  Cautiouslv  steering  for 
the  left  bank  Billy,  with  many  a  warning 
wave  of  the  hand,  landed  his  canoe,  and 
the  rest  followed.  After  drawing  the 
canoes  high  up  on  the  shelf -like  rock  which 
projected  out  into  the  water,  they  walked 
along  to  where  the  river  took  its  first  wild 
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leap  into  the  gorge  below.  It  was  a  grand 
and  terrifying  sight  that  met  their  gaze, 
and  even  the  recent  memory  of  Niagara 
did  not  lessen  the  pnre  majesty  of  it. 
Harold  Avas  bold  enough  to  say  that,  in 
certain  respects,  the  view  before  them  was 
finer  than  any  he  had  ever  seen.  Some- 
thing like  this  Avas  presented  to  the  eyes  of 
the  young  travellers :  The  ri^^er  aboA^e  the 
falls  AA^as  as  placid  as  a  mill-pond;  in 
reality  it  Avas  a  lake  a  full  quarter  of  a 
mile  Avide  and  of  great  depth.  For  this 
great  mass  of  Avater  there  Avas  but  one  out- 
let— a  narrow  opening  a  Avidth  of  a  feAv 
yards.  Doaaii  this  contracted  but  steej;)  in- 
cline s]ied  the  Avater  Avith  savage  liaste,  iu 
one  great  heaAdng  plunge,  rushing  then 
for  full  a  hundred  yards  through  the  nar- 
row canyon  like  a  thing  of  wrath.  About  a 
third  of  the  Avay  doAvn  the  preci])itous 
steep  it  crashed  against  a  huge  rock  Avith 
so  fierce  a  violence  that  AA^hile  the  main 
body  of  the  stream  Avent  hurtling  to  tlie 
loAA-er  leA^el  in  a  smother  of  foam  a  fall  was 
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formed  by  the  resistance  of  the  rock  that 
spouted  in  a  splendid  leap  sheer  at  right 
angles  to  the  main  rush  and  fell  over  the 
side  of  the  rock}"  chute  into  a  small  arm  of 
the  bay  beyond.  For  many  minutes  the 
little  party  gazed  from  a  safe  vantage- 
ground  at  the  savage,  elemental  warfare 
that  was  going  on  below. 

As  the  mouth  of  the  river  was  not  more 
than  fifteen  miles  below  the  spot  where 
they  now  stood,  and  could  be  easily  made 
in  an  afternoon,  it  was  decided  to  stop  for 
lunch  at  their  present  halting-i^lace.  This 
necessary  function  over,  all  stretched  out 
on  the  warm  rocks  to  rest,  and  presently 
the  whole  cam^i,  with  the  exception  of  Tom 
were  dozing  in  luxurious  repose.  While 
the  rest  of  the  party  were  enjoying  a 
'^siesta"  Tom  thought  it  would  be  a  good 
opportunity  to  do  some  exploring  on  his 
own  account.  So,  without  intimating 
where  he  was  going,  he  slipped  off  to  tlie 
river,  intending  to  do  no  more  than  watch 
the  snarling,  leaping  waters  as  they  sped 
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on  their  mad  rush  to  the  bay  beyond.  It 
did  not  take  him  long,  for  he  had  all  the 
agility  of  a  cat,  to  make  his  way  down  the 
rock  walls  of  the  canyon,  and  full  soon  he 
found  himself  ten  yards  below  the  great 
falls.  He  could  stooj^  down  and  touch  the 
swift  water  with  his  hands,  and  so  thick 
was  the  mass  of  flying  scud  that  he  was 
drenched  in  a  very  few  minutes.  Occa- 
sionally a  larger  wave  than  usual  would 
send  a  wash  of  foaming  water  over  his 
boot-tops,  and  once  a  wave  swept  over  his 
knees  and  he  distinctly  felt  an  ugly  under- 
tow that  gave  him  a  genuine  scare.  One 
should  have  supposed  that  this  would  have 
been  enough  in  the  way  of  warning,  and 
so  it  would  have  been  with  anybody  but 
Tom.  The  real  fact  is,  however,  that  in- 
stead of  filling  him  with  a  healthy  respect 
it  rather  stimulated  his  sense  of  enjoy- 
ment. He  shouted  out  at  the  top  of  his 
voice  to  some  imaginary  second  person 
that  it  was  great.  He  hurled  huge  sticks  at 
the  water,  and  took  a  weird  delight  seeing 
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them  snatclicd  awav  as  by  some  swift 
hand  of  foam.  Ho  even  toppled  a  great 
stone  over  into  the  waves,  after  incredible 
exertions,  and  with  bated  l)reat]i  watched 
the  w^ater  spin  it  around  as  the  wind  spins 
a  k^af  in  autumn.  Presently  his  mood 
changed.  He  was  a  trapper,  and  just  be- 
yond 3'onder  rock  lay  concealed  a  dozen 
red  Indians  who  were  waiting  to  engage 
him  in  deadly  conflict.  "Bang!  bang! 
bang!  bang!  bang!"  and  five  of  them  bit 
the  dust.  "Well  done,  mv  trustv  rifle!" 
said  Tom  to  a  stick  which  he  held  in  his 
hands.  ' ' Little  did  the  red  varmits  reckon 
that  they  had  to  deal  with  Sandy  Sure- 
shot!  Come  on  ve  red  demons!"  he  ex- 
claimed  wildly  shaking  his  stick  against 
the  distant  rocks.  '/I  am  a  match  for  ye 
all !"  But  as  the  red  demons  did  not  come, 
he  concluded  that  he  would  play  some- 
thing else  with  himself,  and  wdiy  not  l)e  a 
pirate  ?  "Roderigo,  have  you  brought  the 
captives  of  the  last  sea-fight  to  the  secret 
cave  ?  Yes,  my  lord !  'Tis  well.  Feed  them 
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on  the  best  that  I  possess,  and  give  the  fair 
English  woman  wliatsoever  she  may  be 
pleased  to  ask !  Assure  her  that  not  a  hair 
of  her  head  shall  be  harmed,  and  that  she 
shall  be  returned  to  her  native  land  in 
safety!  Yes,  my  lord!  And  Roderigo — " 
But  just  at  this  point  something  huge  ap- 
peared at  the  top  of  the  main  fall,  slid 
down,  rushed  to  the  shore  on  a  bounding 
waA^e  of  water,  swung  clean  round  and 
crashed,  one  end  sticking  fast  to  the  bank 
where  the  boy  was  standing,  the  other 
finding  lodgement  on  the  shore  of  a  small 
islet  distant  about  five  yards  out  in  mid- 
stream. In  a  moment  Indians  and  pirates 
were  clean  forgotten,  and  the  log  must  be 
held  responsible  for  what  followed. 

The  fact  is  that  master  Tom  ever  since 
his  arrival  at  the  foot  of  the  fall  had  found 
himself  wishing  that  he  were  out  in  mid- 
stream on  the  rock  in  question.  If  anyone 
had  questioned  him  as  to  why  he  so  ar- 
dently desired  to  stand  out  in  the  midst  of 
a  foaming  river  at  the  imminent  risk  of 


202         THE  WILDERNESS  CAMPERS 

liis  life  lie  would  piobably  not  have  been 
able  to  tell.  The  simple  fact  is  he  wished 
it  because  it  seemed  wildly  impossible  of 
attainment,  and  master  Tom  liked  dearly 
to  do  wildly  impossible  things.  Here  then 
was  a  chance  to  realize  a  master-passion. 
The  huge  pine  log  formed,  apparently,  a 
solid  bridge  to  the  island,  and  it  was  so 
broad  that  anyone  could  easily  walk  the 
short  distance  required  to  reach  the  other 
end.  Tom  tried  a  step  or  two  just  as  a 
sort  of  test  of  its  stability.  It  seemed  per- 
fectly safe  and  as  solid  as  the  rock  itself. 
Why  not  make  the  attempt?  Xo  harm  in 
going  a  little  further  than  the  last  timol 
Here  goes!  One!  Two!  Three!  Four! 
Fiye!  Six!  Seven!  Actually  he  is  now 
right  over  the  boiling  water!  It  isn't 
pleasant.  He  decides  to  turn  back.  Ah, 
having  got  thus  far  there  is  nothing  to  do 
but  to  go  forward ;  and  if  he  hadn't  been  a 
very  foolhardy  boy  he  would  have  fore- 
seen  this  yery  predicament.  So  over  he 
goes  with  a  nervous  stride,  leai^s,  and  in  a 
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second  finds  himself  on  tlie  little  islet — 
— and  the  log  gone!  He  had  attained  the 
impossible  and  he  didn't  like  it  a  bit.  Like 
a  certain  conqueror  he  sat  down  and  cried. 
It  was  all  too  solitarv  to  take  anv  real 
pleasure  out  of,  and  there  was  nothing  to 
do  but  sit.  Tom  didn't  look  at  the  glorious 
fall  that  In-oke  in  a  majestic  curve  immedi- 
ately overhead;  nor  at  the  spouting  side- 
fall  of  which  he  could  have  had  an  unique 
view  if  he  had  chosen :  nor  vet  at  the  writh- 
ing  serpent  of  foam,  the  twisting  and 
doublings  of  which  were  visible  from  liis 
rocky  perch  clear  down  to  the  lake  beyond. 
The  truth  is  he  began  to  grow  lonely  and 
desolate  and  afraid,  and  so,  mstead  of 
enjoying  these  things  he  sat  down,  and 
burving  his  head  in  his  hands,  sobbed 
anew. 

Meanwhile  Milly  was  the  first  to  miss 
Master  Tom.  Thinkino-  him  close  at  hand 
she  gave  a  loud  call,  but  receiving  no  re- 
ply, and  well  knowing  his  proclivity  to 
wander,  she  alarmed  Louis.    But  not  even 
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tlie  stentorian  calls  of  tlu'  deep-cliested 
lialf-bi'eed  availed,  and  geiniine  alarm 
soon  spread  over  the  conntenances  of  all. 
It  did  not  at  first  occnr  to  them  to  look 
down  the  gorge.  Naturally  when  he  was 
first  missed  they  had  conelnded  that  he 
liad  wandered  otf  into  the  ])nsh  after 
berries.  After  hnnting  aronnd  for  abont 
an  liour,  however,  thev  became  verv  mnch 
alarmed,  and  as  a  last  resort  determined 
to  explore  the  canyon  of  the  river.  At 
first  they  conld  discover  no  trace  of  the 
miscreant,  for  he  had  by  this  time  cried 
himself  to  sleep.  kSoon,  however,  Louis' 
quick  eye  detected  him  lying  flat  on  the 
tiny  rock  in  mid-stream,  in  the  shade  of  a 
small  junii)er  tree,  the  great  waves  leap- 
ing and  snarling  around  him. 

''However  did  he  get  there?  asked 
Milly  breathlessly.  "I  dunno,"  answer- 
ed Louis  reverently  crossing  himself. 

Tom  was  overjoyed  when  he  awoke  and 
found  his  friends  so  near.  So  near,  Tom ! 
Yes,  'tis  onlv  fifteen  feet  awav,  but  the 
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river  ]'uns  with  the  force  of  a  Niagara!  It 
made  one  dizz}^  merely  to  h)ok  at  it.  No 
doubt,  it  seemed  a  simple  enough  thing  to 
Master  Tom  to  devise  ways  and  means  of 
getting  him  to  shore;  but  in  point  of  fact 
it  was  by  no  means  so  simple  as  it  looked. 
After  much  deliberation  the  following 
plan  was  agi'ced  upon :  First  of  all  Billy 
climbed  up  the  rocky  bank  about  fifteen 
feet  above  the  river.  As  soon  as  he  got  his 
breath,  he  took  a  long  lasso,  which  he 
alwavs  carried,  from  his  belt  and  hui-led 
one  end  of  it  below  to  Tom,  who,  under 
Louis'  instructions  secured  it  firmly  to 
his  body.  I  should  not  like  to  say  how 
many  knots  Tom  made  in  that  lasso !  Next 
Louis  joined  Billy  on  his  rock}'  perch.  A 
second  rope  was  then  made  secure  to  the 
boy's  body  and  the  free  end  placed  in  the 
hands  of  Harold  and  Milly. 

''All  ready!"  shouted  Billy. 

''Ready!''  sang  back  Harold. 

"Stand   up   on   the   highest    point    of 
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Tock !"  slioutocl  Billy  to  Tom.  Tlie  request 
was  at  once  complied  with. 

''Now!"  There  was  a  moment  of  breath- 
less silence.  ''Let  lier  go!"  Suddenly  the 
rope  started  to  tighten  perceptibly.  Tom 
felt  a  gentle  pressure  from  above.  His 
knees  smote  togetlier.  The  river  seemed 
as  though  leaping  to  devour  him.  A  roar 
of  waters  rang  in  liis  ears.  Objects  began 
to  swim.  A  giant  wave  smote  and  drench- 
ed him.  He  could  not  breathe.  Surely  he 
was  in  the  river ! 

"Well,  I  guess,  Master  Tom,  you  won't 
play  with  the  Big  Falls  of  the  Severn 
again  in  a  hurrjM  Guess  you  have  had 
enough  of  adventure  for  a  spell!"  It  was 
the  heartv  voice  of  Billv  that  sounded  in 
his  ears. 

"How  long  was  I  in  the  river?"  was 
Tom's  first  question. 

"You  weren't  in  the  river  at  all," 
answered  Harold.  "The  plan  of  Louis' 
worked  ])eautifullv.  You  onlv  touched 
water  once,  and  then  it  was  only  the  top  of 
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a  wave.  Guess  that  was  when  vou 
fainted. ' ' 

''Did  I  faint?"  asked  Tom  eagerly. 

''You  did?"  answered  Harold. 

"Cricky,  wont  I  have  fun  writing  to  the 
boys, ' '  cried  Tom  gleefully. 

"If  vou  don't  kill  vourself  })efore  vou 

t^'  •■■  «' 

get  back  to  civilization,"  growled  Harold. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

THEY  were  now  near  the  end  of  their 
journey.  But  one  formicla])le  port- 
age remained  to  be  surmounted — 
the  so-caUed  Lower  Falls.  This  they 
reached  after  a  short  paddle,  and  made 
short  work  of  it.  Louis  and  Billy  loaded 
all  the  camp-belongings  into  the  large 
canoe  and  shot  the  ra])id.  It  was  ghnious 
to  watch  them,  l)ut  once  or  twice  the  little 
l)aity  on  the  shore  held  their  breath  as 
they  saw  the  great  breakers  threaten  them 
with  destruction.  Ilai'old  and  the  rest  fol- 
lowed over  the  hot  rocks,  and  in  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  they  were  all  embarked  and 
well  started  on  their  way  to  the  south  of 
the  river.  After  they  had  traversed  tlie 
length  of  Gloucester  Pool  thev  at   last 
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reached  the  first  sign  of  civilization  seen 
since  leaving  Sparrow  Lake — the  little 
hamlet  of  Port  Severn.  Here  they  stopped 
for  supper,  and  as  soon  as  they  had  fully 
satisfied  the  demands  of  the  inner  man,  a 
start  was  made  for  the  islands  of  the 
Georgian  Bay,  which  lay  stretched  out  on 
the  horizon  line.  It  was  so  very  earh^  in 
the  season  that  none  of  them  were  as  yet 
occupied  by  tourists,  and  consequently 
they  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  a  suitable 
camj^ing-ground.  Soon  tents  were  erect- 
ed and  a  roaring  fire  started,  for  the  wind 
blew  off  tlie  distant  water  with  a  decided 
coolness  in  its  breath.  Harold  speedily 
got  out  his  tackle  and  started  to  fish  off 
the  rocks,  while  Tom  and  Milly  enjoyed 
themselves  paddling  around  in  the 
calm  evening  twilight,  and  enjoying  the 
Avonderf ul  glory  of  the  scene.  They  seem- 
ed to  be  surrounded  by  thousands  of 
beautiful  islands  tliat  floated  rather  tlian 
rose  out  of  the  silver  bosom  of  the  lake. 
''The  idea  of  calling  this  a  bay!"  shout- 
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cd  Harold  to  Billy.  ''Why,  it's  a  vast 
inland  sea ! ' ' 

"That's  what  it  is  and  no  mistake !''  re- 
plied Billy. 

Harold  had  but  indifferent  luck  fishing, 
so  he  put  up  his  tackle  after  a  while  and 
going  to  a  rocky  part  of  the  island  gave 
himself  up  to  the  witchery  of  the  scene. 
Far  off  in  the  horizon  line  he  could  dis- 
cern the  rocky  outlines  of  Minne-keg- 
nachine;  and  fainter  in  the  distance, 
Giant's  Tomb,  one  of  the  group  of  islands 
on  which  the  Hurons  made  tlieir  last 
desperate  stand  against  the  Mohawks, 
stood  out,  a  faint  blue  etching  against  a 
luminous  haze.  Harold  never  remember- 
ed to  have  seen  a  more  beautiful  sunset.  A 
few  small  clouds  that  glowed  like  Hakes 
of  fire  floated  in  a  sea  of  translucent  beryl, 
and  were  perfectly  reflected  on  the  mirror- 
like surface  of  the  lake.  On  the  very  edge 
of  the  distant  water-line  the  light  burned 
a  brilliant  yellow  which  shaded  gradually 
to  orange,  to  amber,  to  a  warm  pink  that 
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threw  its  radiance  clear  to  the  opposite 
side  of  the  firmament,  fading  at  last  to 
green,  then  to  blue,  which  deepened  as  it 
approached  the  zenith,  bringing  out  the 
first  stars.  About  fifty  yards  away  Milly 
and  Tom  seemed  to  be  floating  in  a  sea  of 
gold,  and  the  canoe  looked  like  some  fairy 
shallop.  Harold  stood  for  a  long  time 
entranced  by  the  OA'erpowering  beauty  of 
the  scene,  oblivious  to  everything  else. 
Suddenly  he  heard  Tom  give  a  scream, 
and  on  lifting  his  eyes  he  noted  that  he 
was  paddling  wildly  for  shore. 

"What's  the  matter?"  he  shouted. 

''There's  a  madman  over  behind  that 
island,"  exclaimed  Tom  when  he  had  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  his  breath. 

''Indeed,  there  is,"  cried  Milly,  noticing 
the  look  of  incredulity  on  Harold's  face. 
"We  were  paddling  over  in  the  direction 
of  the  little  marsh  when  we  heard  the 
most  awful  laughter.  It  was  positively 
blood-curdling.  There  it  is  again!  Don't 
you  hear  it?" 

(15) 


212         THE  WILDERNESS  CAMPERS 

**I  should  think  I  did  hear  it!"  answer- 
ed Harold.    ' '  What  can  it  be ! " 

'^Ha  ha  ha  ha  ha!  Ha  ha  ha  ha  ha!  Ha 
ha  ha  ha  ha  ha!"  came  weirdly  over  the 
water.  It  sounded  like  the  cry  of  a  lost 
soul. 

''I  don't  think  it  is  the  laughter  of  a 
man,"  mused  Harold.  ''Ah,  here  is  Billy! 
I  say  Billy,  what  is  that  strange  noise 
which  we  heard  just  now?" 

''That,"  answered  Billy,  "is  the 
laughter  of  the  Loon  or  Great  Northern 
Diver,  as  it  is  sometimes  called.  Weird 
isn't  it?  Ever  hear  the  story  of  how  the 
loon  first  came  to  laugh?" 

"No!"  came  simultaneouslv  from  three 
young  throats.  "Well,  it's  a  pretty  good 
one!    Suppose  I  tell  it  to  you  to-night?" 

"Oh,  that  will  be  perfectly  splendid," 
cried  Milly  clapi^ing  her  hands. 

After  a  light  supper  had  been  dispatch- 
ed, agreeably  to  i:)romise,  Billy,  after  he 
had  finished  his  smoke,  cleared  his  throat 
and  told  them  the  following  story: 


THE  WILDERNESS  CAMPERS         213 

Billy's  Story — The  Reasox  the  Loox 

Laughs. 

*'I  got  this  story  from  old  Pinebraneh 
when  we  were  hunting  together  in  the 
region  around  Hudson  Bay  in  the  year 
'35." 

^'How  old  were  vou  then?"  asked  Tom. 

"About  twenty,  I  guess,"  answered 
Billy. 

''And  you  were  hunting  when  you  were 
only  twenty!  My,  you  must  have  been 
brave  1"  said  Tom  admiringly. 

"I  was  brought  up  near  Lerwick  in  the 
Shetlands  where  most  of  the  Hudson  Bay 
men  come  from.  I'll  not  deny  to  you, 
Master  Tom,  that  most  of  the  Orkney  and 
Shetland  men  are  of  Norse  descent  and 
fear  nobody  but  God  and  him  not  enough. 
But  to  go  on  with  my  story !  We  had  had 
an  excellent  time  hunting  and  were  on  our 
way  to  Fort  William  to  dispose  of  our 
furs  along  with  a  large  company  of  trap- 
pers.   I  remember  the  time  and  place  as 


214         THE  WILDERNESS  CAMPERS 

though  it  were  yesterday,"  he  went  on 
musingly.  "We  were  all  encamped  at  the 
foot  of  a  rapid,  and  a  merry  time  we  had 
of  it  recounting  our  experiences  while  in 
the  bush.  Pinebranch  was  young  and 
strong  then,  and  a  picture  to  look  at.  The 
talk  had  drifted  to  the  subject  of  animals 
being  intelligent,  that  is,  as  man  is  intel- 
ligent, of  course,  a  fact  which  more  than 
half  of  the  trappers  were  inclined  to  be- 
lieve for  obvious  reasons,  and  which  the 
Indians,  even  to  this  day,  believe  in 
wholly.  Pinebranch  was  very  sure  that 
all  animals  could  understand  human 
speech;  at  least  that  they  could  under- 
stand Indian  speech,  and  he  maintained 
his  belief  with  many  striking  instances, 
the  chief  of  which  was  laughter  of  the 
loon.  I  shall  give  the  story  as  nearly  as 
possible  in  his  own  words,  only  I  will  talk 
it  in  English." 

' '  Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  a  sly  old 
medicine-man  called  Red  Fox.  Now  Red 
Fox  lived  in  idleness  on  the  tribe,  which 
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at  that  time  was  camped  around  the  Red 
Pipestone  Quarry.  He  was  strong  and 
healthy  and  not  over- wise;  yet  somehow 
he  managed  to  live  on  the  rest  of  the  tribe 
without  doing  anything,  and  whenever  an 
attempt  was  made  by  the  younger  braves 
to  turn  him  out  as  a  fraud  he  would 
manage  to  work  a  miracle  of  some  kind, 
and  so  for  a  spell  escape  his  just  deserts. 
But  the  badger  burrows  once  too  often, 
and  the  rattlesnake  tells  the  hunter  by  his 
rattles  where  he  lies  concealed.  Just  so 
Red  Fox  tried  magic  once  too  often,  and 
that  is  the  reason  why  he  ceased  finally 
to  bother  the  tribe,  and  the  reason  also 
why,  every  morning  and  evening,  the  loon 
laughs  as  you  heard  him  laugh  to-night. 
It  isn't  a  long  story,  but  it  is  a  good  one 
and  worth  telling." 

"One  hunting  season  when  the  game 
was  very  good  and  abundant,  and,  in 
consequence,  the  hunters  came  in  almost 
every  day  laden  down  with  the  spoils  of 
the  chase,  old  Red  Fox  remained  in  camp 
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and  speedily  grew  fat  and  lazy.  Like  all 
lazy  people  he  speedily  grew  saucy,  too." 

'*I  say,  Tom,  note  that  will  you!"  ex- 
claimed Harold. 

But  Tom  with  great  dignity  re- 
mained silent,  and  Billy  went  on; 
"So  it  was  decided  that  on  the  mor- 
row he  would  either  have  to  give  some 
new  and  startling  proof  of  his  skill  as  a 
sooth-sayer  or  be  sent  adrift.  To  convey 
this  information  to  him  a  number  of  the 
braves  went  in  the  form  of  a  committee." 

"When  the  young  warriors  arrived  Red 
Fox  grinned  all  over  his  face  and  prom- 
ised them  that  on  the  morrow  they  should 
see  such  a  proof  of  his  skill  as  a  medicine- 
man as  would  convince  the  most  sceptical 
of  them  that  he  was  a  true  prophet  of 
Manitou  and  not  a  fraud,  as  so  many  of 
them  seemed  to  suppose.  When,  how- 
ever, they  demanded  of  him  what  this  new 
and  astonishing  piece  of  magic  consisted 
in  he  only  smiled  like  one  sure  of  victory 
and  told  them  not  to  fret.    'On  the  mor- 
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row  I  shall  show  you  a  wonder  the  like  of 
which  you  have  not  yet  seen  in  your  lives, 
and  shall  never  see  again,'  he  said,  as  he 
bade  them,  not  without  insolence  to  depart 
from  his  sacred  presence.  Only  half-con- 
vinced the  delegation  returned  to  the  rest 
of  the  tribe,  who,  of  course,  jeered  at  them 
as  a  pack  of  fools.  They  agreed  to  wait, 
however,  till  the  morning  and  see  whether 
Red  Fox  could  really  work  magic  as  he 
had  assured  them." 

''Next  morning,  bright  and  earl}^,  the 
whole  tribe  assembled  to  see  and  hear 
what  the  old  fellow  had  to  say  for  him- 
self. There  was  much  gusty  laughter  and 
hardly-suppressed  fun,  for  some  of  the 
younger  braves  had  planned  a  surprise  in 
case  the   boasts   of  the   old   sooth-saver 

« 

should  come  to  wind  after  all.  (At  the 
time  all  this  occurred  the  loon  had  not  the 
white  mark  directly  under  its  head  which 
it  now  has.  It  got  that  in  its  tussle  with 
old  Red  Fox  and  has  worn  it  ever  since.) 
Well,  as  I  was  saying,"  Billy  went  on,  "the 
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next  morning  the  whole  tribe  gathered 
aronnd  to  see  the  fun,  and  waxed  im- 
patient every  moment  that  old  Red  Fox 
did  not  show  up  with  his  new  magic.  After 
a  long  delay  he  at  last  appeared  on  the 
scene  togged  out  in  fancy  costume,  with 
a  necklace  of  bears'  claws  around  his  neck. 
First  of  all  he  tried  the  old  expedient  of 
beating  furiously  on  a  drum,  but  as  this 
did  not  work  he  speedily  gave  it  up.  He 
tried  various  other  tricks,  but  this  day  the 
tribe  was  not  at  all  responsive  to  his 
blandishments,  and  pretty  soon  the  j^oung 
braves  began  to  laugh  and  jeer  and  start- 
ed to  prepare  themselves  for  the  ducking- 
party  wliich  they  had  planned  for  the  old 
sooth-sayer  in  case  his  magic  did  not  work 
according  to  contract.  Suddenly,  with- 
out warning,  old  Red  Fox  disappeared 
into  a  huge  cave  which  was  situated  at 
the  lower  end  of  the  village,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  he  reappeared  struggling  under 
Avhat  seemed  like  a  huge  mass  of  bladders 
which  had  been  inflated  and  then  tied  to- 
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gether.  There  must  have  been  hundreds 
upon  hundreds  of  them,  and  so  power- 
fully did  they  tug  and  strain  that,  if  he 
had  not  taken  the  precaution  beforehand 
to  have  them  tied  to  a  gigantic  boulder 
thev  would  have  infalliblv  carried  him  in- 
to  the  air.  Awe-stricken  the  rest  of  the 
tribe  looked  on  in  amazement,  not  know- 
ing Avhat  to  make  out  of  this  strange  pro- 
ceeding. Once  more  old  Red  Fox  return- 
ed to  ]iis  tent,  and  remained  there  for  a 
considerable  time.  After  keeping  the 
crowd  on  tenter-hooks  for  as  long  a  spell 
as  he  dared,  he  again  sallied  forth,  this 
time  with  a  large  loon  in  his  arms,  which 
he  had  secured  in  such  a  Avay  as  to  admit 
of  handling  it  without  much  difficulty. 
Around  the  neck  of  the  bird  he  had 
secured  a  stout  collar  of  moose  hide  and 
to  this  was  attached  a  thick  piece  of  sliag-a 
nappi  or  buckskin,  the  free  end  of  which 
he  held  in  his  hand.  To  each  foot  of  the 
bird  he  had  also  attached  a  piece  of  the 
same  strong  material.     First  of  all  the 

(16) 
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alleged  magic-worker  freed  the  wings  of 
the  loon,  and  allowed  it  to  fly  upward  the 
full  length  of  the  Inickskin  strings.  There 
was  nothing  wonderful  in  all  this,  and  the 
braves  did  not  enthuse  even  a  little  bit. 
The  next  act  was  to  attach  a  slight  weight 
to  his  feet,  sufficient  to  keep  his  body 
poised  while  in  air.  He  invested  this  part 
of  the  programme  with  so  much  mystery 
that  some  of  the  Indians  were  really  im- 
pressed with  the  idea  that  something  ver.y 
wonderful  was  about  to  be  done  in  the  way 
of  a  supernatural  manifestation.  Mean- 
while the  bird  was  struggling  to  mount, 
but  was,  of  course,  prevented  by  the 
strings  by  which  the  man  and  bladders 
were  still  attached  to  the  rock." 

* 'Behold  me!"  suddenly  exclaimed  Red 
Fox,  ''I  am  the  great  magic-maker,  and 
my  like  the  world  has  never  seen  before, 
and  when  I  go  out  to  Manitou  shall  never 
see  again.  All  the  secrets  of  earth  and 
air  and  water  are  open  to  me,  for  I  am  ihv 
favorite  of  Manitou.  Water  cannot 
drown  me ;  earth  cannot  swallow  me  j  and 
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even  the  air  itself  cannot  fly  awa,y  witli 
me,  though  of  a  truth  I  am  able  to  wing 
aloft  like  a  bird  and  go  whithersoever  it 
pleases  me.  Hear  the  message  of  Manitou : 
''Oh  ye  Redmen  who  dwell  around  the 
Great  Red  Pipestone  Quarry,  I  am 
tenderly  disposed  towards  you  and  wish 
you  well  in  battle  and  in  the  chase !  For 
this  cause  have  I  sent  to  you  Red  Fox  the 
sooth-sayer,  the  magic- worker !  Treat 
him  with  all  goodness  and  feed  him  with 
the  choicest  pieces  of  the  deer  and  the 
bear  and  give  him  the  choicest  cobs  of 
young  corn !  Give  to  him  also  the  fairest 
woman  of  your  tribe  for  a  wife !  Do  this 
and  it  shall  be  well  with  you,  and  your 
enemies  shall  not  be  able  to  prevail 
against  you,  and  ye  shall  be  envied  of  all 
the  tribes !  For,  who  is  Red  Fox  but  my 
messenger,  and  when  ye  do  good  to  him 
are  ye  not  doing  it  to  the  Great  Manitou 
himself  ?  I  have  spoken ! ' '  When  he  had 
thus  finished  his  speech  Red  Fox  cut  the 
last  remaining  string  and,   lo,   ere  j^ou 
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could  say  ''Ugh!"  both  man  and  bird  shot 
up  into  the  air.  With  a  loud  shout  the 
warriors  fled  in  all  directions  thoroughly 
convinced  of  the  ability  of  old  Red  Fox 
to  work  miracles,  and  tliat  he  was  indeed 
the  favorite  of  Manitou." 

''In  a  few  minutes  some  of  the  more 
courageous  of  the  braves  gathered  them- 
selves together,  and  gazed  aloft  at  the 
strange  spectacle  of  a  man  being  drawn 
by  a  loon.  In  a  little  while  they  even  began 
to  talk  of  the  direction  he  Avas  likely  to 
take.  Some  of  the  more  courageous  spoke 
of  his  habit  of  filling  the  (bladders  Avith 
the  stink-air  that  blew  out  of  a  rock  near 
the  shore  of  Gitchie  Gunune.  For  a 
while  the  strange  combination  floated 
about,  but,  ]iresenth'  it  was  seen  that  old 
Red  Fox  had  got  complete  control  of  the 
bird  and  was  ])ractically  driving  it  in  the 
air.  By  pulling  now  one  leg  now'  the 
other  he  was  able  to  go  wherever  he  wish- 
ed. The  l(M»ii  being  a  low-flying  bird,  did 
not  allow  the  bladders  to  get  above  a  cer- 


THE  WILDERNESS  CA:\rPERS         223 

tain  heiglit,  and  as  the  old  ieWow  had  a 
purchase  on  both  its  legs,  and  its  neck  in 
addition,  there  was  nothing  for  it  to  do 
but  fly  around  in  a  circle  to  the  delight  of 
its  captor  and  the  amazement  and  admira- 
tion of  the  assembled  braves.  After  a 
while,  intoxicated  with  the  success  of  his 
wily  ruse.  Red  Fox  began  to  get  a  little 
funny,  and  from  time  to  time  would  fetch 
up  the  loon  with  a  sharp  turn,  much  to 
his  own  delight  and  that  of  the  witnessing 
braves,  whose  laughter  he  could  hear  far 
below,  and  sweet  it  was  to  his  ears !  Al- 
though this  was  all  very  tickling  to  Red 
Fox  it  was  not  so  to  the  loon,  and,  being  a 
wise  bird,  it  straightway  started  to  think 
of  some  plan  whereby  it  would  be  able  to 
outwit  its  tormentor.  80  when  old  Red 
Fox  pulled  the  string  again,  instead  of 
coming  into  line,  it  suddenly  shot  down- 
ward dragging  its  burden  after  it.  But 
the  wily  old  cheat  saw  through  its  game, 
and  so  when  he  felt  himself  descending  he 
pulled  with  all  his  might  at  the  wampum- 
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collar;  so  hard,  indeed,  did  he  pull  that  he 
managed  to  sci'ape  off  all  tlie  feathers  on 
the  loon's  neck,  and  when  they  came  out 
again  they  appeared  white  as  they  are 
now.  The  loon,  I  need  not  stop  to  ex- 
plain, meant  to  dive  and  drag  old  Red  Fox 
after  him,  and  as  loons  can  remain  under 
water  much  longer  than  men,  drown  him, 
of  course.  But  he  didn't  succeed  all  at 
once.  Foiled  in  his  first  attempt  he  flew 
upward  once  more,  thinking  in  his  deep 
head  all  the  while  how  best  to  get  rid  of 
his  tormentor.  He  decided  that  the  first 
thing  to  do  w^as  to  get  his  legs  free.  In 
order  to  accomplish  this  he  suddenly 
wheeled  around  and  grasped  first  one  then 
the  other  sinew  that  held  him  by  the  leg. 
With  his  powerful  bill  it  was  but  the  work 
of  a  minute  to  free  himself  in  this  direc- 
tion. When  it  came  to  getting  his  neck 
free  that  was  a  different  matter.  Red 
Fox  was  thoroughly  alarmed  and  held  th(^ 
sinew  attached  to  the  wampum  with  the 
utaiost  tenacity.     Again  and  again  the 
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loon  attempted  to  free  itself,  but  was 
forced  to  desist  each  time,  thoroiighlv 
baffled,  till  at  length,  wearied  and 
tired,  it  was  ready  to  drop  of  sheer 
exhaustion  and  leave  the  field  to  its  tor- 
mentor. Suddenly  a  bright  idea  came  into 
its  head,  and  it  determined  to  put  it  into 
instant  execution.  Wlieeling  around  like 
a  flash  of  lightning  it  attacked  the  whole 
mass  of  bladders  with  its  bill,  and  in  a 
little  while  had  them  nearty  all  exx)loded. 
The  result  was,  of  course,  that  in  less  time 
than  it  takes  to  tell  poor  old  Red  Fox  shot 
downward  into  the  water,  and  the  loon 
being  the  lighter  and  having  the  use  of 
its  wings,  was  able  to  keep  well  above  him 
as  he  floundered  in  the  lake.  In  vain  did 
Red  Fox  attempt  to  swim  to  shore.  Every 
attempt  he  made  was  thwarted  by  the  now- 
enraged  loon.  At  last  he  threw  up  his 
arms,  and  the  waters  closed  over  him  for- 
ever. ' ' 

''Wasn't  the  loon  drowned  too?''  asked 
Tom. 
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'^Not  imich!''  answered  Billy.  ''^Mr. 
Loon  quietly  towed  the  eorpse  ashore  on 
a  distant  isiand,  and  waited  till  his  mate 
came  along.  Of  course,  she  took  in  the 
situation  at  once,  and  chewed  off  the  dis- 
tasteful collar  in  a  jiffy.  After  that  they 
had  a  high  old  time  felicitating  each  other 
on  the  outcome  of  the  experience." 

''I  don't  see  what  all  this  has  to  do  with 
the  laughing  of  the  loon!"  remarked  Tom. 

''Well,  you  see,"  replied  Billy,  "when 
the  loon  found  himself  on  top,  so  to  speak, 
and  saw  old  Red  Fox  splashing  in  the 
water  below  him  he  couldn't  help  but 
laugh  outright;  and  when  the  story  got 
out  among  the  family  they  one  and  all 
kept  up  the  laughter  all  the  way  down  to 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico!  Every  evening  th(^ 
old  loons  tell  it  to  the  young  loons  when- 
ever the}^  see  a  man  about,  and  that,  in 
short,  is  why  the  loon  laughs,"  added 
Billy  triumjdiantly. 

"Don't  they  laugh  at  any  otliev 
time?"  asked  Tom  innocently. 
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* '  Xo,  only  when  some  one  is  about !  At 
least  nobody  has  ever  heard  tliem!" 
answered  Billy,  and  Harold  laughed. 

Tom  remarked  that  he  didn't  see  any- 
thing funny  in  tliat,  and  Harokl  laughed 
louder. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

THE  next  inoi-iiing  the  campers  start- 
ed out  in  tlie  direction  of  Pene- 
tanguisliene  which  lay  about  fifteen 
miles  to  the  west  of  v\diere  they  were 
camped.  It  was  a  fair,  bland  morning 
and  they  all  felt  in  joyous  mood  at  the 
■prospect  of  a  long  rest  at  the  hotel.  If 
the  truth  must  be  told  tliey  were  one  and 
all  just  a  little  hungry  for  the  sights  and 
sounds  of  civilized  life,  and  for  the  pres- 
ence of  someone  to  whom  to  tell  the 
marvellous  adventures  they  had  gone 
through  since  leaving  Kingston.  Neither 
Billy  nor  Louis,  therefore,  needed 
any  extra  urging  to  send  the  canoes  at 
their  highest  rate  of  speed.  About  eleven 
o'clock  they  rounded  the  point  of  land 
which  keeps  the  waters  of  the  beautiful 
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Penetanguisliene  Bay  forever  calm.  They 
had,  to  be  sure,  a  rough  trip  of  it  out  on 
the  open  water,  but  the  moment  they 
swung  around  the  low-lying  eedar-clad 
promontory  called  '^Pinery  Point"  that 
marks  the  entrance  to  the  harbor,  thev 
could  easily  have  supposed  themselves  in 
a  mill-pond,  so  still  it  was.  They  paddled 
leisurely  now,  and  in  a  little  while  the 
towers  of  the  liotel  gleamed  through  tb(^ 
trees.  On  they  sped  singing  merry  songs ; 
so  merrily  and  so  loud,  indeed,  did  they 
sing  as  they  neared  the  hotel  that  some 
guests  who  had  that  very  day  arrived 
from  the  south  ran  down  to  the  head  of 
the  wharf  to  see  what  the  noise  was  all 
about.  When  the  weary  paddlers  espied 
them  they  let  a  yell  go  up  that  pierced  the 
welkin.  Tom  almost  leaped  out  of  the 
canoe  as  he  caught  sight  of  his  mother,  and 
Harold,  not  to  be  outdone,  gave  his 
college-yell  in  his  maddest  style  as  he 
espied  the  doctor  and  a  certain  tall  and 
graceful  girl  who  stood  at  his  side  and  who 
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waved  lier  liaiidkei-chief  to  the  rai)idly  ap- 
proaching party.  Milly,  the  tender- 
hearted, started  to  ciy.  As  the  little 
party  clambered  uj)  the  wharf  even  the 
guests  on  the  hotel  verandah  could  scarce 
forbear  to  clveer ;  to  the  delight  of  every- 
Ijody  except  Tom  who  declared  that  it  was 
none  of  their  business  that  he  could  see — 
an  opinion  in  which  Harold  heartily  con- 
curred when  he  caught  sight  of  a  tall  and 
handsome  Canadian  who  was  engaged  in 
making  himself  very .  agreeable  to  Miss 
Talbot.  The  doctor  could  scarcely  believe 
his  eyes  when  he  saw  Harold  at  short 
range.  The  sickly  invalid  had  indeed  been 
transformed,  and  stood  forth  a  tall  hand- 
some youth,  clear-eyed,  muscular,  his  skin 
the  color  of  mahogany  and  every  trace  of 
sickness  gone.  The  warm  greeting  which 
Miss  Talbot  gave  reassured  Harold,  and 
when  he  found  out  later  on  that  the  hand- 
some young  Canadian  had  a  wife  already 
he  straiglitwa}^  felt  at  peace  with  all  the 
world. 
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It  did  not  take  Master  Tom  long  to  find 
out  the  Canadian  girls  could  be  very 
fascinating,  and  he  quickly  made  himself 
very  i:)opnlar  with  the  rather  large  con- 
tingent that  had  gathered  at  the  hotel. 
The  very  next  day  to  add  to  his  joy,  an- 
other large  party  came  up  from  Jamaica 
and  to  his  intense  delight,  he  found 
out  that  his  ''prize  chum",  as  he 
called  him,  was  of  the  number.  Of  coui'se, 
it  did  not  take  the  tw^o  boys  long  to  find 
each  other  out,  and  soon  the  people  of  tlie 
hotel  had  more  mischief  ou  hand  than  they 
knew  what  to  do  with.  It  was  not  enough 
that  they  were  aAvakened  at  an  unearthly 
hour,  ])ut  wlien  it  came  to  tlie  disap]^ear- 
ance  at  the  last  moment  of  the 
lunch,  the  strange  and  inexplicable 
taugling  of  lines  over-night,  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  fishing-tug  in  answer 
to  a  signal  when  it  wasn't  wanted, 
the  unaccountal)le  loss  of  a  whole  day's 
catch  of  bass,  etc.,  the  guests  aforesaid  de- 
cided that  they  had  had  about  enough  of 
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the  fun.  It  was  iinaniinously  decided  to 
snub  the  boys  on  every  occasion  that 
might  present  itself  within  the  next  two 
weeks,  and  in  order  to  make  the  punisli- 
ment  ali  the  more  severe,  certain  of  the 
young  hidies  for  whom  the  bo3^s  had  de- 
veloped an  especial  fondness  were  let  into 
the  secret.  One  morning  Tom  and  his 
chum  sauntered  along  the  verandah  of  the 
hotel  in  search  of  fun,  and,  if  the  truth 
must  be  told,  rather  sure  that  they  would 
succeed  in  their  quest.  They  were  all 
the  more  inclined  to  mischief  since  on  this 
particular  morning  they  were  smarting 
from  an  injury  that  had  been  deliberately 
thrust  up  on  them  at  the  breakfast-table. 
It  happened  in  this  wise ;  they  had  asked 
for  a  second  helping  of  fruit,  as  was  their 
wont,  and  had  betn  rather  curtly  refused 
hv  the  waiter.  On  threatening  to  report 
him  for  his  negligence,  he  had  actually 
bounced  them  from  the  tal)l(\  and  had 
forced  them  to  wait  till  the  others  were 
served.     When  the}'  had  complained  to 
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the  proprietor  he  had  capped  tlie  climax 
of  a  great  wrong  by  givi  ng  orders  in  a  loud 
and  offensive  tone  of  voice  that  hence- 
forth they  were  not  to  appear  at  the 
regular  table  at  all,  but  were  to  take  their 
places  with  the  rest  of  the  children  at  the 
second  table.  It  was  in  vain  that  Tom 
waxed  indignant;  the  hard-hearted  pro- 
prietor only  smiled  and  told  him  to  go 
away  and  play  with  himself.  This  was 
but  the  beginning  of  insults,  and  each  one 
seemed  to  be  worse  than  the  last,  and 
harder  to  bear.  Wlien,  for  example,  Tom 
w^ent  up  to  a  very  pretty  Canadian  girl, 
with  w^hom  he  had  got  rather  intimate,  in- 
stead of  returning  his  polite  greeting  Avith 
her  usual  winsome  smile,  she  deliberately 
turned  her  back  on  him  witli  some  mutter- 
ed remark  about  "the  presumption  of 
mere  children!"  This  was  a  crusher,  and 
it  took  him  some  time  to  recover  from  it. 
So  l)adly,  indeed,  did  he  feel  about  it  tliat 
he  quite  alarmed  his  chum  hy  the  deeply 
earnest  way  in  which  he  persisted  in  talk- 
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ing  about  the  i^aiiiless  and  altogether 
beautiful  death  of  drowning. 

''See  here,  old  fellow,"  the  chum  afore- 
said remarked,  ''I  know  that  you  have 
been  hard  hit,  and  I  have  been  there  mv- 
self !  But  if  you  are  going  to  keep  on  talk- 
ing of  drowning,  excuse  me!" 

"AVell,  for  your  sake,  old  fellow,  I'll  try 
and  hang  on  a  little  while  longer,"  replied 
Tom  with  a  deep  sigh. 

''Thanlvs  awfully,  Tom!"  exclaimed  his 
chum  witli  deep  fervor  as  he  shook  him 
warmlv  by  the  hand. 

The  twain  walked  along  arm  in  arm  in 
deep  silence  as  though  the  gloom  of  the 
miiverse  were  resting  on  their  souls. 

''Ball!"  exclaimed  Tom  suddeidy, 
"What  are  girls  anyhow!  AVho  really 
cares  for  them  !  I  vote  we  start  out  fishing 
and  have  some  fun  on  the  rocks.  AYhat  do 
3'ou  say  Reginald  Stavers  Esq.?" 

''I'm  with  you,"  answered  Regie. 
Let's  go  and  get  our  tackle." 

Just  then  General  Tompkins  hove  in 
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sight.  ''Hello,  General  Tompkins,  when 
does  the  tug  start?"  asked  Tom  blithely. 

"What?"  asked  the  general  brusquely. 

''When  does  the  tug  start? — the  tug 
that  goes  to  the  tishing-grounds  you 
know,"  explained  Master  Tom. 

"No,  I  don't  know,"  snarled  the  usually 
kind-hearted  general.  "And,  see  here  .you 
boys,"  he  went  on,  making  as  though  he 
wanted  to  catch  them,  whereat  they  fled  to 
a  safe  distance,  "if  I  catch  you  sneaking 
out  with  the  fishing-party  again  I  shall 
regularly  spank  you  that  is  all." 

This  was  not  the  worst.  After  a  period 
of  great  depression,  Tom  suggested  that 
they  should  go  in  swinuning  a  long  dis- 
tance down  the  beach.  There,  at  any  rate, 
they  would  have  peace,  and,  moreover, 
need  not  see  the  merry  fishing-party  mak- 
ing preparations  for  the  day's  sport,  nor 
hear  the  plaudits  of  the  crowd  as  the 
fishers  sailed  from  the  pier.  But  a  still 
further  humiliation  awaited  them  for,  as 
they  mournfully  wended  their  way  to  the 

(17) 
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distant  beach,  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel 
called  out  to  the  man  of  all  work:  ''Bill, 
watch  those  two  children,  and  see  that  no 
harm  befalls  them!  Don't  let  them  get 
too  close  to  the  water,  and  see  that  they  are 
back  in  time  for  the  second  table ! ' '  The 
boys  could  hear  the  guests  on  the  verandah 
shout  with  laughter  at  this,  and  inwardly 
they  ground  their  teeth  with  rage. 

''Oh,  3^ou  needn't  mind  following  us!" 
cried  Tom  with  considerable  asperity  to 
Bill.  "We're  not  children,  and  don't  you 
forget  it ! " 

"You  go  too  near  that  water,  and  we 
will  see  whether  ^^ou  are  children  or  not!" 
Avas  the  threatening  reply  of  Bill. 

"We  are  going  in  for  a  swim,"  said 
Tom  defiantly. 

"So!  Just  trjM"  was  the  laconic  reply. 

Tom  and  Regie  trudged  on  in  silence  in 
the  liope  that  Bill  would  get  tired  and 
leave  them  in  peace.  But  Bill  slu>wed  no 
signs  of  fatigue ;  on  the  contrary  he  rather 
seemed  to  enjoy  the  fun. 
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1  say  Regie,  suppose  we  make  a  break 
for  the  water  just  as  we  are!  We  can't 
hurt  these  old  dubs,  and  we  shall  get  ahead 
of  Old  Skeezicks  up  at  the  hotel,"  suggest- 
ed Tom. 

' ' Right  YOU  are ! ' '  answered  Regie. 

*'I  guess  we  had  better  wait  till  we  are 
well  opposite  the  old  British  gunboat,  then 
we  can  rush  in  and  swim  for  it,  and  so 
have  the  laugh  on  Bill.  What  do  you  say  ?" 

''I'm  game!"  answered  Regie. 

Gradually  the  twain  edged  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  shore-line.  "Now,  for  the 
grand  rush!"  shouted  Tom;  and  before 
Bill  could  quite  make  out  what  they  were 
up  to  both  boys  were  swimming  out  to  th(^. 
old  wreck,  the  fore-deck  of  which  stood 
well  up  out  of  the  water.  I  regret  to  have 
to  chronicle  that  when  they  got  safely  up 
on  the  prow  they  hurled  simdry,  and  by  no 
means  polite  epithets,  not  only  at  Bill,  but 
more  especially  at  the  proprietor  of  the 
hotel.  When  the  fishing-party  passed  in 
the  tug  they  howled  execration   at   the 
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fishermen.     Meanwhile  Bill  sat  down  on 
the  shore  and  started  to  whittle  a  stick. 

By  this  time  the  boys  had  diverted 
themselves  of  every  stitch  of  clothing,  and 
as  the  day  was  warm,  not  to  say  hot,  they 
enjoyed  themselves  immensely  in  the 
water.  The  gun-boat  on  which  they  dis- 
ported was  one  of  four  that  had  been  in 
service  on  the  upper  lakes  during  the  war 
of  1812.  After  the  treaty  of  peace  had 
been  agreed  upon,  they  were  sunk  in  the 
shallow  Avaters  of  Penetanguishene  Bay. 
Now  the  water  of  this  bav  is  remarkablv 
clear  and  as  a  consequence  the  sunken 
ships  can  be  seen  resting  quite  plainly  on 
the  white  sand  far  below.  The  two  b()\s 
]iad  a  glorious  time  diving  down  alternate- 
ly and  watching  each  other  walking  on 
the  hard  sandy  bottom  close  to  the  side  of 
the  wreck  to  which  they  would  cling  so  as 
to  steady  tliemselves.  Next  they  per- 
sonified various  Britisli  and  American 
captains  and  had,  I  regret  t<>  say,  a  regular 
quarrel  as  to  who  should  take  the  part  ol* 
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one  particular  British  captain  whose  ship 
liad  been,  according-  to  supposition,  sunk 
in  deadly  contlict.  The  matter  was  at  last 
satisfactorily  arranged  by  supposing  that 
the  boat  on  which  they  were  was  in  reality 
an  American  gunboat  that  had  come  to 
grief  owing  to  the  pilot,  who  was  a  British 
spy,  treacherously  running  her  on  shore. 
Oh,  it  was  really  fine  sport,  and  the  higher 
the  sun  rose  the  more  exciting  the  fun 
grew!  They  facetiousl}"  inyited  Bill  to 
join  them ;  said  that  they  intended  to  raise 
the  craft  and  sail  away  as  bloody  pirates 
in  the  course  of  a  day  or  so,  and  extended 
a  warm  invitation  to  him  to  take  a  posi- 
tion as  cook,  or,  if  he  liked  it  better  as 
luirse  for  the  small  boys  they  might  be 
fortunate  enough  to  capture  and  whom 
they  might  not  wish  to  kill  for  base 
pecuniary  reasons.  But  Bill  kept  on 
whittling.  By  this  time  it  began  to  get 
well  on  towards  noon,  and  simultaneously 
both  boys  became  conscious  of  a  great 
want  in  the  vicinity  of  what  Regie  vulgar- 
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\y  called  the  'Hiiin  turn".  Contrary  to 
their  expectations,  however,  Bill  did  not 
make  a  move  in  the  direction  of  the  hotel, 
but  kept  on  with  his  whittling. 

''He  is  a  mean  cad,"  broke  out  Tom  at 
length,  unable  to  retain  his  indignation 
any  longer. 

Just  then  they  heard  the  dinner-bell  for 
the  first  time  ringing  over  the  water,  and 
their  hunger  increased  an  hundred- fold. 
The  sun  began  to  feel  intolerably  hot,  and 
they  felt  thoroughly  exhausted  with  theij- 
long  swim.  Finally  they  could  stand  it  no 
longer,  and  like  beleaguered  citizens,  sent 
an  embassy  of  peace  in  the  form  of  some 
flattering  remarks  to  the  whittling  Sphinx 
on  shore,  but  got  no  reply.  Next  they 
tried  bribery  with  the  same  result.  At  last 
they  thought  of  repentance— the  situation 
had  really  become  intolerable.  For  ans- 
wer to  this  last  Bill  got  slowly  up,  went  to 
a  small  copse,  cut  a  stick,  and,  after 
leisurely  slicing  off  the  small  twigs  that 
encumbered  it,  shook  it  violenth'  in  his 
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fist  and  threatened  them  then  and  there 
to  the  effect  that  the  moment  the}-  shonld 
get  to  shore  he  \Yuukl  take  it  out  of  their 
hides.  As  he  appeared  to  be  deeply  in 
earnest  the  boys  decided  to  suffer  the 
temporary  loss  of  dinner  sooner  than 
brave  the  wrath  of  the  irate  serving-man. 
It  was  rather  ghastly  fun  by  this  time  or 
as  Regie  tersely  expressed  it  ''The  circus 
was  played  out."  What  to  do  they  knew 
not.  It  was  already  past  dinner-time,  and 
no  doubt,  long  ere  this  the  last  vestige  of 
ice-cream  had  disappeared  doAvn  the 
greedy  throats  of  the  twenty  odd  children 
who  regularly  lined  up  when  the  second 
table  was  announced.  ''Mean  little  glut- 
tons!" hissed  Tom  as  he  pictured  the 
scene  of  devastation  to  himself. 

While  sitting  disconsolate  Regie  sud- 
denly became  posssesed  of  a  bright  idea, 
and  after  making  it  clear  to  Tom,  the  boys 
decided  to  put  it  into  immediate  execu- 
tion. Instantly  dinner  and  everything 
else   was   forgotten,   and   the   twain   set 
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joyously  to  work.  Thv  plan  was  as  fol- 
lows: A  number  of  stout  oak  planks  be- 
longing to  the  unsubnierged  deck  of  the 
gungoat  were  loose ;  so  loose  indeed  that  it 
Avould  be  a  comparativeh'  easy  matter  to 
pull  them  off  the  deck  and  bind  them  to- 
gether by  throwing  planks  across.  This 
the  boys  weve  able  to  accomplish  in  less 
than  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  The  next  thing 
was  to  put  on  their  half-dry  clothes,  and 
this  done,  to  the  tune  of  "Adieu!  adieu! 
adieu!"  they  waA^ed  a  satirical  farewell  to 
Bill,  and  left  him  completely  astonished 
on  the  beach.  By  dint  of  hard  paddling 
they  were  able  to  reach  a  small  island 
called  ''Magazine  Island"  in  the  course  of 
a  few  minutes,  and  getting  into  a  small 
boat,  which  was  kept  on  the  island  for  the 
accommodation  of  the  hotel  guests,  they 
were  not  long  in  reaching  the  opposite 
shore.  Being  well  supplied  with  cash  they 
managed  to  make  quite  a  respectable  meal 
at  the  house  of  an  habitant,  to  Avhom 
with  many  a  l)03'ish  laugh,  they  told  the 
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story  of  their  morning 's  adventures.  After 
dinner  thev  felt  so  well  that  they  decided 
to  remain  on  that  side  of  the  bay  and  ex- 
plore. They  were  delighted  beyond  meas- 
ure when  the  half-breed  suggested  that 
they  should  hire  ponies  and  canter  around 
in  liis  company  tlirough  the  beautiful 
forest  aisles. 

*'Der  lots  of  skulls  round  ere.  Perhaps 
we  get  some,"  he  exclaimed  enthusiasti- 
cally. 

/^What  kind  of  skulls?"  asked  Tom. 

' '  Uron ! ' '  was  the  quick  veiAy.  ' '  Dis  de 
spot  where  de  Mohawk  kill  de  Urons  hover 
two  hundred  j^ear  ago!" 

Prett}^  soon  the  boys  got  into  a  regular 
forest  pathway,  and  whipping  the  slender 
Indian  ponies  into  a  mad  gallop,  they 
made  the  woods  ring  and  ring  again  with 
their  shouts  and  laughter.  They  unanim- 
ously voted  it  the  best  fun  yet,  and  when 
they  came  across  the  site  of  an  old  mission, 
and,  dismounting,  went  out  on  a  fairy-like 
lake,  their  joy  was  complete.    Here  again 
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tlioy  went  in  for  a  swim  and,  tired  of  that, 
fished  with  some  tackle  which  the  okl  half- 
breed  had  concealed  in  an  abandoned 
shanty,  and  caught  a  fine  mess  of  brook- 
trout.  Wearied  with  all  their  exertions, 
they  laid  down  at  length  on  the  fragrant 
forest  turf  and  enjoyed  a  profound  and 
refreshing  slumber.  When  they  awoke  it 
was  four  o  'clock,  and  they  decided  that  it 
was  high  time  to  set  about  digging  fo]* 
skulls.  The  habitant  took  them  to  a  great 
mound,  and  under  his  direction  they  began 
to  work.  In  a  very  small  space  they  un- 
earthed some  beautiful  arrows,  a  belt  of 
wami^um,  the  remains  of  what  had  evi- 
dently been  a  bow,  and  last  of  all  a  well 
preserved  skull.  They  persisted  and 
were  able  to  add  not  a  little  to  their  grue- 
some booty.  Soon  the  long  shadows  of 
the  trees  warned  the  boys  that  it  was  time 
to  return  home,  and  in  a  few  minutes  they 
were  cantering  easily  to  the  shore.  They 
decided  that  the  best  thing  for  them  to  do 
would  be  to  take  the  road  through  the  vil- 
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lago,  and  ride  up  to  the  hotel  door  hi  state. 
The  terms  for  this  additional  luxury  were 
expensive,  but  the  glory  of  riding  into  th(; 
hotel  yard  like  two  wild  Indians  was  too 
much  for  the  imagination,  and  without 
further  dispute  they  came  at  once  to  the 
habitant's  terms. 


CHAPTER  XXV 

NOW  it  so  happened  that  the  very 
moment  they  burst  into  the  hotel 
yard,  the  fishing-party  had  but 
disembarked.  Bill  was  staggering  under 
a  great  load  of  fish  in  the  direction  of  the 
ice-house  unsuspicious  of  any  conspiracy 
against  his  peace.  In  a  trice  the  boys  ran 
at  him  with  their  ponies,  curvetted  around 
his  person,  and  finally  succeeded  in  mak- 
ing him  scatter  the  bass  in  every  direction 
on  the  walk.  They  threatened  him  from 
so  many  quarters  and  so  recklessly  that 
he  was  fain  to  ask  for  mercy.  As  this  was 
all  the  boys  wanted  they  at  once  desisted 
and  dismounted,  paid  the  half-breed  and 
went  to  supper  well  satisfied  with  their 
day's  work.  But  if  Bill  was  inclined  to 
be  lenient,  not  so  the  rest  of  the  guests, 
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especially  those  of  tliem  who  had  caught 
bass  for  the  first  time.  (Tlie  gx^neral,  ati 
old  fisherman,  fairly  roared  when  he 
heard  all  the  particulars  and  offered  to 
get  Tom  into  service  whenever  he 
could  be  gotten  ready.)  These  were 
highly  indignant,  and  insisted  that  tlie 
punishment  agreed  upon  should  be  car- 
ried out  furtlier.  It  was  too  late  to  keep 
the  boys  from  the  first  table,  for  they  were 
already  there  and  well  through  the  third 
course  when  fhe  rest  of  the  guests  sat 
down.  The  snubbing,  however,  was  kex)t 
up,  much  to  Tom's  disgust.  After  supper 
it  l)ecame  intolera])le,  and  after  having 
eaten  all  they  could  stow  away  the  boys 
sauntered  oif  by  themselves  to  feel  free. 
''What's  the  use  of  having  adventures 
anyhow  if  you  can't  tell  em  to  somebody," 
said  Regie  as  he  looked  longingly  in  the 
direction  of  a  party  of  young  ladies  wiio 
had  just  given  the  t\Yain  a  pretty  plain 
hint  that  their  company  was  not  desired. 
I'll  tell  vou  what  we  will  do,"  remark- 
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ed  Tom  at  length.  ' ' Let 's  go  in  swimming 
oft'  the  head  of  the  wharf  to-night  when 
all  the  rest  of  the  hotel  people  are  inside. 
Then  when  we  get  into  the  water  we  can 
crawl  underneath  the  crib  and  splash  and 
A^ell  for  assistance!  Crickv!  wont  it  be 
fun  to  hear  them  come  runniiig  down  to 
the  rescue,  and  we  hunky  dory  under- 
neath their  feet!" 

''But  suppose  they  catch  on?"  asked 
Regie. 

''Let  em!"  snorted  Tom.  Mum  and 
Milly  are  away  in  Toronto  shopping;  and 
I  don't  believe  Harold  will  scare  any- 
how!" 

The  programme  as  agreed  upon  was 
faithfully  carried  out  and  the  boys  had 
the  satisfaction  of  hearing  a  great  scuf- 
fling of  feet  on  the  distant  hotel  verandah. 
Then  something  strange  happened.  In- 
stead of  a  W'ild  rush  which  tliey  liad 
anticipated,  the  croAvd  came  down  quite 
leisurelv.  The  truth  of  the  matter  is  that 
Harold,  unknow^i  to  the  boys,  had  seen 
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them  crawl  under  the  crib,  and  suspecting 
that  they  were  up  to  some  mischief,  had 
passed  the  word  around  among  the  guests 
of  the  hotel.  Consequently,  when  the 
heart-breaking  shrieks  as  of  boys  drown- 
ing broke  on  the  quiet  evening  air,  there 
was  anything  but  consternation.  A  smoth- 
ered gust  of  laughter  broke  from  all  lips,^ 
and  it  was  found  a  very  difficult  thing  to 
keep  up  an  air  of  indifference  when  they 
had  arrived  at  the  end  of  the  wharf. 

''Well,  I  suppose  that  is  the  end  of  poor 
Tom!"  remarked  Harold  with  an  attempt 
at  a  sigh.  "He  wasn't  a  half -bad  fellow 
after  all!  To  be  sure  there  were  times 
when  he  was  nothing  short  of  a  little  cad, 
but  then  he  was  young  and  silly  and  we 
lived  in  the  hope  that  he  would  get  safely 
over  all  that !  Latterly,  I  must  confess,  he 
did  not  show  any  signs  of  improvement! 
But  we  must  try  and  look  upon  the  bright 
side  of  things,  and  congratulate  ourselves 
that  he  has  been  snatched  from  a  large 
career  of  mischief !    It  will  be  hard  to  get 
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along  without  him  though!  He  was  such 
an  ass!" 

''I  call  that  beastly!"  hissed  Tom. 

But  Regie  was  very  cold,  and  by  no 
means  in  an  amiable  mood;  moreover,  he 
w^as  all  cramped  up,  and  altogether,  in  a 
condition  of  mind  to  agree  with  whatever 
might  be  said  to  Tom's  disparagement.  So 
he  answ^ered  tartly:  ^^You  are  a  lioodo(\ 
that's  what  you  are  Beauchamp,  and  I  am 
jolly  sorry  I  ever  had  anything  to  do  with 
you !  Next  time  you  get  me  into  a  scrape 
like  this — well,  I'll  go  and  eat  grass  that's 
all!" 

Just  then  a  ponderous  tread  was  lunwd 
overhead  on  the  ])lank-walk,  and  the  gi'ui't" 
voice  of  the  English  guest  sounded  over 
the  rest:  ''Gone  under,  vou  sav!  Whv, 
that's  a  blessing,  I  must  say!  Xow  we 
shall  have  peace!  A  meaner  littU'  cuss 
than  that  one  the}^  called  Regie  I  never 
met  in  my  whole  course  of  travels!  Why 
jail  for  life  would  be  too  good  for  that 


youngster ! 
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''Whose  a  hoo-doo  now?"  asked  Tom 
through  chattering  teeth. 

''Indeed  I  don't  agree  with  you,  Mr. 
Jones,"  remarked  a  pleasant-voiced  wo- 
man called  Mrs.  Rice.  "I  am  willing  to 
admit  that  Regie  had  many  undesirable 
traits  of  cliaracter,  but  he  was  not  natural- 
ly^ bad,  so  to  speak,  like  young  Beauchamp. 
I  verily  believe  that  he  was  at  the  bottom 
of  all  the  mischief  and  that  he  used  young 
Regie  as  his  tool. ' ' 

"That's  a  fact!"  said  Regie,  beginning 
to  snivel.  "You  know  that  I  am  not 
naturally  bad,  Beauchamp !  It  was  you 
got  me  into  this  scrape !  Oh  dear,  I  feel 
like  letting  them  all  know  about  it!  My 
legs  are  all  cramped  up,  and  I  am  cold; 
and  I  am  sorry  that  I  ever  had  anything 
to  do  with  you,  and  you  will  please  chum 
with  someone  else  after  this  scrape." 

"Oh,  I'll  chum  with  someone  else  all 
right,  and  we  will  settle  the  interesting 
question  of:  "Who  is  the  hoodoo?"  after 
these  people  go  away.    I'm  naturally  bad 
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when  I  get  into  a  fight,  and  don't  you  for- 
get it!  I  come  of  fighting  stock!  We'll 
settle  the  hoo-doo  business  later  on." 

'^I — I  don't  want  to  fight,"  chattered 
Regie.  '^I — I  know  that  you  are  a  good 
fighter,  Tom !  My  father  is  only  a  clergy- 
man, and,  of  course,  you  can  lick  me ;  and, 
I  say,  Tom,  I  didn't  mean  to  call  you  a 
hoo-doo,  and  I  am  not  going  to  yell  if  I 
have  to  stay  here  all  night." 

'^Now  you're  talking  white !  I  thought 
it  was  merely  a  misunderstanding  be- 
tween gentlemen !  Say  no  more  about  it ! " 
said  Tom  with  a  magnamimous  wave  of 
the  hand. 

Meanwhile  the  crowd  had  gathered  di- 
rectly overhead,  and  the  two  boj^s  were 
forced  to  listen  to  many  by  no  means 
complimentary  remarks  about  their  do- 
ings. At  last  Harold  could  be  heard  to 
say  quite  distinctl}'^,  and  the  blood  of  the 
two  boys  ran  cold  Avhen  they  heard  the 
words:  ''Well,  gentlemen  there  is  nothing 
for  it  but  to  take  up  their  clothes,  and 
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wait  till  morning  to  drag  the  bay  for  their 
l)odies!" 

'^Say,  Regie,  do  you  want  to  live  after 
that?"  asked  Tom  pathetically. 

''Yes,  I  do!"  answered  Regie  doggedly. 

"So  do  I,"  said  Tom  briskly.  ''Meanest 
crowd  of  humans  I  ever  came  across  in 
my  life !    Just  you  wait ! ' ' 

"But  what  shall  we  do  in  the  mean- 
time'?" asked  the  cautious  Regie.  "They 
have  got  our  clothes!  We  shall  have  to 
come  to  terms  somehow!  Guess  we  had 
better  keep  our  opinion  of  that  crowd  to 
ourselves  for  a  time  at  least ! ' ' 

"To  be  sure  we  shall  have  to  be  a  little 
diplomatic  in  the  meantime,"  answered 
Tom,  at  the  same  time  describing  some 
capers  around  an  imaginary  Englishman 
that  well-nigh  threw  Regie  into  con- 
vulsions. 

After  a  little  further  consideration  the 
boys  decided  that  the  best  thing  for  them 
to  do  would  be  to  swim  ashore  and  try  to 
attract  the  attention  of  some  of  the  hotel 
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employees.  They  foresaw  that  a  little 
bribery  would  be  necessary,  and  decided 
their  respective  shares  in  advance.  It  did 
not  .take  them  very  long  to  effect  this, 
and  soon  thev  felt  their  feet  on  the  smooth, 
hard  bottom.  At  first  it  was  very  de- 
lightful merelv  to  stand  after  the  con- 
finement  of  the  crib.  After  a  while  when 
no  one  appeared  they  began  to  grow  tired, 
and  found  themselves  longing  for  the 
bright  corridors  of  the  hotel  and  the  noise 
and  music  which  were  wafted  to  them 
from  the  distance. 

'  ^  Say,  this  is  very  wearisome !  Suppose 
we  yell!"  broke  out  Regie. 

^' Let's  wait  a  little  while  longer," 
answered  Tom.  '' Perhaps  some  of  the 
waiters  Avill  stroll  along  later.  Meantime 
we  can  cover  ourselves  and  keep  warm. ' ' 

The  boys  laid  them  down  in  the  warm 
sand  waiting  for  the  advent  of  some 
friendly  Avaiter,  but  they  waited  in  vain. 
They  beguiled  the  time  telling  stories,  but 
quick!}'  exhausted  their  slender  store,  and 
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for  a  while  perfect  quiet,  broken  only  by 
the  monotonous  wash  of  the  wave  on  the 
beach,  reigned.  Presently  they  both  be- 
gan to  yawn,  and  their  eyes  became  unac- 
countably heavy.  They  had  had  an  ex- 
hausting day,  and  now  mother  nature  be- 
gan, as  she  alwavs  does  sooner  or  later,  to 
get  her  innings.  In  a  few  minutes  both 
lads  were  fast  asleep. 

Meantime  Harold  thought  that  it  was 
high  time  that  the  boys  should  be  released 
from  their  not  very  enviable  position,  and 
with  the  intention  of  freeing  them,  and  so 
making  his  peace  with  Tom,  he  started 
down  to  the  wharf.  He  was  surprised 
enough  to  find  that  the  two  culprits  had 
mysteriously  disappeared  from  the  crib, 
but  by  no  means  alarmed.  By  this  time 
he  had  got  used  to  Master  Tom's  tendency 
to  pranks,  and  so  instead  of  worrying,  he 
started  calmly  to  look  about.  As  he  made 
a  bee-line  for  the  beach  he  was,  of  course, 
not  long  in  finding  the  absentees.  They 
were  both  so  sound  asleep  that  he  found  it 
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quite  impossible  to  wake  tliem  out  of  their 
slumber,  and  straightway  decided  that  the 
best  course  to  pursue  would  be  to  liave  the 
porter  carry  them  up  a  back  stairway  to 
their  rooms.  He  explained  the  whole  mat- 
ter afterwards  to  the  people  at  the  hotel, 
and  all  agreed  that  they  had  been  punished 
enough. 

Tom  never  heard  the  last  of  his  wonder- 
ful drowning  and  marvellous  resuscita- 
tion ;  nor,  it  may  be  added  did  the  English- 
man enjoy  a  moment's  peace  while  he  re- 
mained in  the  hotel.  It  was  in  vain  that 
he  tried  to  make  friends  with  the  boys: 
they  were  inexorable,  and  rejected  all  his 
advances  with  scorn.  At  length  he  finished 
out  his  stay,  packed  up  his  trunks  and  left, 
and  thereafter  a  deep  peace  reigned  over 
the  hotel  and  its  environs. 

It  took  Harold  a  long  time  to  patch  up 
matters  with  Tom,  but  he  finallj^  succeeded 
in  accomplishing  his  object  by  calling  a 
loan  which  Tom  had  contracted  some  timc^ 
previously  square. 
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Shortly  after  the  arrival  of  the  doctor 
Harold  broached  the  subject  of  the  money 
found  in  the  cave.  After  much  consulta- 
tion it  was  decided  to  interview  a  noted 
French  scholar,  who  happened  to  be  stay- 
ing at  the  hotel  at  that  very  time  for  the 
express  purpose  of  investigating  the  early 
Jesuit  and  Huron  remains  in  the  vicinity. 
As  he  possessed  authority  in  all  such  mat- 
ters, it  was  felt  that  whatever  he  might 
advise  in  connection  with  the  ownership 
of  the  money  would  be  final. 

''I  think  without  doubt,"  he  told  Har- 
old one  day  in  his  room  "that  the  com- 
munion-set belongs  to  the  order  of  the 
Jesuits,  i.e.,  not  legally  but  morally.  As 
for  the  money,  I  can  find  no  trace  in  the 
records  of  the  society  of  any  such  sum, 
and  I  doubt  if  it  ever  belonged  to  the  mis- 
sion. In  all  probability  it  must  have  be- 
longed to  some  of  the  innumerable  traders 
who  followed  in  the  wake  of  the  Jesuit 
fathers  for  the  purpose  of  bartering  in 
furs.    Evidently  this  trader,  whoever  he 
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was  (tliere  is  not  the  slightest  trace  ol:' 
him  in  the  records  either)  had  been  en- 
trusted with  the  sacred  vessels  of  the  altar 
when  the  mission  was  overwhelmed  by  the 
Mohawks.  It  is  possible  that  there  may  be 
some  record  of  it  in  the  archives  of  the 
French  government.  It  is  therefore  your 
duty  to  make  enquiries  through  the  Bri- 
tish consul  in  Paris  and,  if  nothing 
comes  of  it,  then  vou  are  clearlv  entitled 
to  the  entire  sum. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

IT  is  a  dismal  day  outside  the  hotel,  and 
the  guests  inside  feel  anything  but 
comfortable.  Even  the  roaring  fires 
cannot  dispel  the  cold  j)iercing  mist  that 
seems  to  haunt  every  nook  and  cramiy  of 
the  building.  Upstairs,  however,  there  is 
a  little  party  grouped  around  a  small  table 
and  so  absorbed  in  perusing  a  strange- 
looking  piece  of  deerskin,  covered  with 
clumsy-looking  signs  and  totems,  that  the 
cold  appears  to  have  no  effect  whatever 
upon  them.  They  have  been  studying  the 
belt  of  the  old  Indian  now  for  at  least 
four  hours,  and  the  interest  is  still  un- 
abated. Why  ?  Because  if  what  the  dy- 
ing chieftain  told  Harold  in  a  pause  just 
before  death  prove  true  on  investigation 
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then  shall  they  all  l)e  rich  beyond  the 
dreams  of  avarice. 

''Yes,"  said  the  doctor  at  length  "I 
think  the  chart  is  unquestionably  genuine, 
and  if  this  is  a  fair  sample  of  the  gold  to 
be  found  (balancing  a  fragment  on  the 
end  of  his  finger  which  had  been  discov- 
ered in  a  hidden  pocket  of  the  belt),  we 
shall  be  all  very  rich  men.  The  question 
is :  How  are  we  to  get  to  where  the  trea- 
sure lies  ?  Here  we  have  been  puzzling  all 
afternoon  and  are  no  nearer  than  we 
started.  Only  one  thing  is  tolerably  clear 
the  gold  is  somewhere  near  that  rock 
(pointing  to  the  rude  drawing  of  a  bear) 
Suppose  we  call  in  Louis  and  try  him  with 
that  as  a  starter !  It  is  just  possible  that 
he  may  remember  something  about  a  huge 
rock  of  red  sandstone  shaped  like  a  bear. 
Tom,  you  go  and  fetch  in  Louis ! ' ' 

In  a  few  minutes  the  half-breed  ap- 
peared, and  the  momentous  question  was 
put  to  him.  For  a  long  time  the  half-breed 
]'emained    buried    in    deep    thought    as 
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though  he  were  engaged  in  bringing  back 
some  early  recollection  of  childhood.  Pre- 
sently his  swarthy  face  brightened  and  he 
exclaimed  ''Hi  tink  hit  mus  be  de  place 
hov  de  bear!  Big  .red  rock  way  nort 
where  de  hindians  dance  to  Manitou ! ' ' 

''How  far  northwest  is  it?"  asked  the 
doctor.  "But  tree  days'  journey  from  de 
lake  hov  de  woods, ' '  replied  Louis. 

"Hurrah!"  shouted  the  doctor  enthusi- 
astically. "Now  I  see  it  all!"  The  Indian 
blowing  in  the  clouds  is  Manitou,  and  the 
meaning  of  the  symbolism  is  that  the  start- 
ing-point is  Kee-way-din,  i.e.,  "the  meet- 
ing-place of  the  winds"  near  the  north- 
west angle  of  the  Lake  of  the  Woods ;  the 
mounted  Indian  signifies  that  the  rock  lies 
just  about  half  way  between  the  lake  and 
the  Red  River,  and  the  posts  and  guns  sig- 
nify Fort  Garry,  now  the  City  of  Winni- 
peg. When  shall  we  start?  Shall  it  be 
the  day  after  to-morrow?" 

"Agreed!"  shouted  the  other  members 
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of  the  party.  "It's  share  and  share  alike, 
gentlemen !"  said  Harold. 

''Agreed!"  was  the  hearty  response. 

''Don't  forget,  sir,  that  that  includes 
master  Tom !"  put  in.Billy. 

"Of  course,  Tom  shall  share  with  the 
rest  of  us, ' '  was  the  quick  reply. 

It  only  remained  to  get  the  necessary 
supplies  together,  and,  in  the  course  of  a 
couple  of  days  everything  was  made  ready. 
It  was  decided  at  first  that  Tom  should  be 
left  behind,  but  he  pleaded  so  hard  and 
with  such  good  sense,  that  the  doctor  was 
finally  prevailed  upon  to  consent  to  his 
going.  The  party  left  by  steamer  for  Port 
Arthur  where  they  made  all  arrangements 
with  the  officers  of  the  government  as  to 
the  proper  form  of  application  to  be  filed 
in  case  they  should  be  successful :  then  one 
l)right  day  in  July  they  started  over  the 
historic  "Dawson  Route"  in  search  of  the 
hidden  treasure.  Six  weeks  afterwards, 
toil-stained  and  wearv  thev  returned. 
Thev  had  been  entirelv  successful  in  their 
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quest,  had  taken  accurate  surveys  of  the 
exact  location  of  the  deposit,  and  had  with 
them  proofs,  in  the  shape  of  samples  of 
gold-bearing  quartz  that  ^YOuld  have 
caused  the  most  sanguine  miner  of  them 
all  to  open  his  eyes  in  astonishment.  Of 
course,  they  were  wise  enough  to  keep  the 
secret  to  themselves  till  such  a  time  as 
they  had  filed  their  claims  and  had  had 
them  allowed.  Then  the  news  leaked  out, 
and  soon  the  whole  region  round  about  the 
Lake  of  the  Woods  was  filled  with  adven- 
turers of  all  sorts  and  descriptions.  Many 
large  fuids  were  made  from  time  to  time ; 
but  it  is  generally  agreed  that  the  ''Big 
Bear  Mine"  surpasses  them  all. 

Everybody  connected  with  the  original 
party  is  now  rich.  Louis  is  living  in  dig- 
nified retirement  in  the  beautiful  City  of 
Quebec,  where  he  is  looked  upon  as  one  of 
the  leading  capitalists.  Billy  cannot  be 
persuaded  to  settle  do^\^l  to  the  ways  of 
city  life.  To  fulfil  a  bovisli  dream  he 
bought  an  estate  in  Scotland,  Init  he  soon 
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tired  of  the  idle  splendor,  for  he  heard  a 
voice  from  the  woods  in  the  midst  of  it  all, 
and  after  a  year  of  experience  as  a  new 
made  laird  decided  that  Scotland  and  lux- 
ury were  not  for  one  of  his  simple  tastes. 
After  settling  generous  amounts  on  all  his 
relatives  and  presenting  his  native  tovn\ 
with  a  magnificent  library,  he  came  out 
once  more  to  the  new  world  and  settled 
down  to  an  existence  half-civilized  half- 
savage.  Far  in  the  remote  north  he  has  a 
hunter's  shantj^  where  for  the  greater 
part  of  the  summer  and  fall  he  spends  his 
time  hunting  and  fishing.  During  the 
summer  months  he  is  not  left  alone,  for 
then  a  merry  party  from  Kingston 
comes  up  to  share  his  generous  hospitality, 
and  cause  the  old  hunter  to  renew  his 
youth.  Harold,  although  very  rich  in  his 
own  right,  did  not  relinquish  his  medical 
studies,  but  persevered,  and  is  to-day  one 
of  the  most  highly  respected  physicians  in 
his  native  city.  I  am  glad  to  be  a})lo  to  say 
that  possessing  abundant  means  he  has 
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voluntarily  consecrated  himself  to  the 
poor,  in  which  noble  work  he  is  assisted  by 
his  charming  wife,  whose  name,  I  need 
scarcely  say,  before  her  marriage  to  the 
young  physician  was  spelled  ''Talbot". 
Tom  is  not  yet  married,  but  as  he  has  been 
paying  very  marked  attention  to  a  beauti- 
ful Canadian  girl  (the  same  that  snubbed 
him  on  a  certain  occasion)  there  is  a 
strong  probability  that  he  will  be  ere  long. 
In  fact,  there  is  a  tacit  understanding  that 
just  as  soon  as  he  shall  have  finished  his 
studies  in  mining  engineering  at  McGill 
the  cards  are  to  be  sent  out  for  another 
wedding.  I  ought  to  say  before  closing 
that  it  is  one  of  the  delights  of  Harold's 
life  to  tell  over  again  during  camp-re- 
unions the  wonderful  story  of  the  find- 
ing of  the  Big  Bear  Mine,  a  full  ac- 
count of  which  he  wrote  up  in  his  diary  at 
the  time,  and  which  he  may  yet  put  into 
print  for  the  delight  of  his  friends. 

The  End. 


r.  H.  BEST  PRINTING  C».  LIMITED.  TORONTO 


PS  Hod gins,   James   Cobourg 

8515  The  wilderness  campers 

031W5 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 


UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


